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12 HINK Myſelf obliged to recommend to yo 


Conſideration of the greateſt Importance, and 


T ſhould look upon it as a great Happineſs, if, at the 
Beginning of My Reign, I could ſee the Foundation 


laid of ſo great and neceſſary a Work, as the In- 
creaſe and Encouragement of our Seamen in gene- 
ral; that they may be invited, rather than compel- 
led by Force and Violence, to enter into the Service 


of their Country, as oft as Occaſion ſhall require it: 


A Conſideration worthy the Repreſentatives of a 


People great, and flouriſhing in Trade and Naviga- 


tion. This leads Me to mention to you the Caſe of 
Greemwich- Hoſpital, that Care may be taken by ſome 
Addition to that Fund, to render comfortable and 


effectual that charitable Proviſion, for the Support 
and Maintenance of Our Seamen, worn out, and 


become decrepit by Age and Infirmities, in the Ser- 
vice of their Country. [Sy ECE, Jax. 27, 172:.] 
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PATER PATRIA, 


Möct rdf . 


V. 


LD Oc: E AN's Praiſe ; 
, Oo Demands my Lays; Z 
115 A truly Britiſh Theme I Sing; 
A Theme ſo great, 
4 dare compleat, | 
And join with Ocꝝ An, Oceans King. 


4 2 u re 


4 To the KIN 6. 
* 1280 


_ - 
1 Gods, and Kings, 
The Poet fings ; 
To Kings, and Gods the Muſe is dear ; 
be bilde uh: 
With all her Fires; 
Begin, my Soul! thy bold Career. 
III. 
From awful State, 
From high Debate, 
From Morning Splendors of a Crown, 


From Homage pay'd, 
From Empires weightd, ©, 
From Plans of Binge, and Renown, | 


Great Monarch! 'bow 
\" "TY beaming Brow; 4 
. "To Thee I firike the ſounding Lyre, 
With proud Defign 
In verſe to ſhine ; 
To rival Greek, and Roman fire. 
. 


9 the K ING. bs - 


The Poman dle 
Majeſtic flow d; 7 - 
Its Scream divinely clear, . Qrong ; . 
In Senſe, and. Sound. 
Ti bebes rowl'd emen | 
The Torrent roar'd, and foam d along, - 


V. 
Let Thebes, nor Nome, 
So fam'd preſume Was 
6 To triumph o'er a Northern "oy 
Late Time ſhall know 
The North can glow 


MJ Wal GVSTUS deign to SY A 


VII. 
The ie Work is done | 
The diſtant Sun 
His Smile ſupplies! exalts my Voice! 
'Thro' Earth's wide bound 
Shall Gzor x reſound, 
My Theme, by Duty and by Claire. |. 
. VIII. The 


To the KING. 


mW 
The Naval-Crown | 
Is all His own! 
Our Fleet, if War, or Commerce call, 


"| His Will performs 
g Thro' Waves and Storms, 
1 And rides in Triumph round the Ball. 
l Since then the Main 
| | Sublimes my Strain, 
4 To whom ſhould I addreſs my Song ? 
1 To whom but T EE ? 
: | þ | The boundleſs Sea, 
7 1 And grateful Muſe, to Groxor belong. 8 
| Hail mighty Theme! 
N Rich Mine of Fame! 


If Gods invok'd extend their Aid; 
: Hail ſubje& new / 
; ; : As Britain's due, 
Reſerv d by the Pierian Maid. 


5 


XI. 
Durſt Homer's Muſe, 
Or Pindar's chuſe | | 
To pour the Billows on his String? 
No, both defraud 
The tuneful Odd ) 
Scarce more ſublime, when J ov they ſing. 
XII. 
No former r 7 
With ſtrong Embrace. 
This Theme to raviſh durſt aſpires: 
With Virgin Charmes 
My Soul it warmes,, 
And melts melodious on my Lyte. 


| XIII. 
Now low, now high, 
My Fingers fly, 
Now pauſe, and now freſh Muſic ſpring ; 
Now dance, now creep, 
Now dive, now ſweep, 


And fetch the Sound from every String, 


A 4 XIV. No W- 


75 bbs RING. 


XIV. 
Now Numbers riſe, 
Like Virgin's Sighs 
The foft Fovonian melt away 
As from the North, 
8 Now ruſhes fortimn 
R Blaſt,” that thunders in my Lay. 
XV. 
My Lays 1 reer 
With cautious Toil; ö 
ve Graces!- turn the growing * * 
On Anvils neat i 151 
Your Strokes repeat; EN 
At every Strake the Work refines ! 
How Muſick charms? © 
How Meter warms?” 
| Parent.of Actions, good and brave! 
How vice it tames? | 
| And Worth inflames? 
And holds proud Empire o'er the Grave? 
Ne n XVII. Jeve 


Tt KING.  @ 


XVII. 
Jove mark'd for Man, 


A ſcanty Span, bs 
But lent him Wings to fly-his Dust 87 
Wit ſcorns the Grave; 
To Wit he gave bY 
The Life of Gods! immortal Bloom! 


XVII. 
Since Nears will fly, 
And Pleaſures die, 
Day after Day, as Fears advance; 
Since while Life laſts, 
Joy ſuffers Blaſts 
From frowning Fate, and fickle Chanoe; 
3 
Nor Life is long; 
But ſoon we throng, 
Like Autumn Leaves, Death's pallid Shore; 
We make, at leaſt, 
Of bad the beſt, 
If 1 in Life" s Phantom, Fame, we ſoar. 


XX. * 


* 
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XX. 
Our Strains divide 
The Lawrel's Pride ; 
With thoſe we lift to Life, we ves 


By Fame enroll'd 
With Heroes bold, 


3 And ſhare the Bleſſings which we give. 


XXI. 
What Heroe's Praiſe. 

Can fire my Lays, 
1 like his, with whom my Lay begun? 
J “ Fuſtice ſincere, 
| * —"— * And Courage clear, 

ral © Rife the two Columns of his Throne. 


XXII. 

« How form'd for Sway? 

Who look, obey, 
th They read the Monarch in his Porr. 

bh Their Love, and Awe, 

bo Supply the Law; 
And his own Luſtre makes the Court; 

e XXIII. But 


7 te KING 11 
XXII. 
But ſhines Supream, 
“Where Heroes flame; 
<« In Var high-heart d Pomp he prides! 
« By god-like Arts 
« Enthron'd in Hearts, 
Our Boſom-lord o'er Wills preſides.” | 
; XXIV. 
Our Factions end! 
The Nations bend! 
For when Britannia's Sons combin'd, 
In fair Array, 
All march one Way ; 
They march the Terror of Mankind. 


XXV. 
If equal all, | 
Who tread the Ball, 
Our bounded Proſpect, here, would end ; 
But Heroes prove, | 
As Steps to Jo vx, 
* which our m with Eaſe, iGend ; 
XXVI. From 


XXVI. 
From what we viex 
We take the Clue, | 
Which leads from great, to greater Things; 
Men doubt no e : 
But Gods adore, . 10 
When ach because ſhines ku 


XXVII. 

On yonder een. A 

What golden Light. 

Triumphant ſhines? And Goes cla? 
Unrivall'd Blaze Vz A 11 cl 
The Natigasgazel | donna 1 A 

Tis not the Sun, 't is Brits . 


Xxvin. 
Our Monarch, there. 

Rear d high in Air., 
Shou d Tempeſts riſe, diſdains to bend a 
Like Britiſh Oak, Nv 6 

' Derides the Sankey. 18 2 


* — Honours frextend ! "WM 7 
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XXIX. 
Beneath them lies, 
With lifted Eyes, 
Fair Albion, like an amorous Maid; 
While Intereſt wings, 


Bold, foreign Kings 
To fly, like Eagles, to his Shade. 


XXX. 
At his proud Foot 
The Sea pour'd out, 
Immortal Nouriſhment ſupplies; 
Thence Wealth and State, 
And Power and Fate, 


Which Europe reads in GR 0R Ge 's Eyen 
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LYRIC POETRY. 


O imperfe& ſoever my own Compo- 
H ſition may be, yet am I willing to ſpeak 


a Word or Two of the Nature of Lyric 
Poetry; to ſhew that I have, at leaſt, 
ſome Idea of Perfection in that Kind of Poem 
in which I am engaged; and that I do not 
think myſelf Poet enough entirely to rely on 
Inſpiration for my Succeſs in it. | 


To our having, or not having, this Idea of 
Perfection in the Poem we undertake, is chiefly 
owing the Merit or Demerit of our Perfor- 
mances, as allo the Modeſty or Vanity of our 
Opinions concerning them. And in ſpeaking 
of it; I ſhall ſhew how it unavoidably comes 
to paſs, that bad Poets, that is Poets in general, 
are eſteemed, and really are the moſt vain, 
the moſt irritable, and molt ridiculous Set of 
Men upon Earth. But Poetry in its own Na- 
ture is certainly 


— Non hos quefitum munus in uſus. VI1RG, 


He that has an Idea of Perfection in the 
Work he undertakes may fail in it; he that 
We ph " has 


* — 


er 

has not, u: And yet he will be vain. 
For every little Degree of Beauty, how ſhore 
or improper ſoever, will be looked on fondly 
by him; becauſe it isall pure Gains, and more 
than he promiſed to himſelf; and becauſe he 
has ne Teſt or Standard in his Judgment, with 
which to chaſtiſe his Opinion of it. 


Now this Idea of Perfection is in Poetry 
more refined, than in other Kinds of Writing; 
and becauſe more refined, therefore more Gif 
cult; and becauſe more difficult, therefore more 
rarely attained; and the Non-attainment of it 
is, (as J have ſaid) the Source of our Vanity. 
Hence the Poetic Clan are more obnoxious to 
Vanity than others. And from Vanity conſe- 
quentially flows that great Senſibility of Diſre- 
ſpect, that guick Reſentment, that Tinder of the 
Mind that kindles at every Spark, and juſtly 
marks them out for the genus irritable among 
Mankind. And from this combuſtible Temper, 
this ſerious Anger for no very ſerious Things, 
Things looked on by moſt as foreign to the im- 
portant Points of Life, as conſequentially 
Hows that Inheritance of Ridicule, which de- 
volves on them, from Generation to Genera- 
tion. As ſoon as they become Authors, they 
become like Ben Jobnſons angry Boy, and 
learn the Art of Quarrdl. == 


— 
— 


— Concordes Anime, dum noe premuntur; 
Heu] quantum inter ſe bellum, fi lumina vite 
Attigerint, quantas-acies, trage mqus ciebunt ? 
"Dus Fuvenes ! quantas oftentant, aſpice, * 
e, 
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Ne, Pueri!' ne tanta animis aſſueſcite bella. 


Tugue prior, Tu parce, genus qui ducis Oly mp, 
Sydereo flagrans clypeo, & cœleſtibus armis, 


Projice tela manu, ſanguis meus ! 


Nec Te ullæ facies, non terruit ipſe Typhoeus 


Arduus, arma tenens ; non Te Meſſapus, & Ufens, 


Contemptorque Deum Mezentius. ViRG. 


But to return. He that has this Idea of Per- 
fection in the Work he undertakes, however 
ſucceſsful he is, will yet be modeſt; becauſe to 
riſe up to that Idea which he propoſed for his 
Model, isalmoſt, if not abſolutely, impoſfible. 


Theſe two Obſervations account for what 


may ſeem as ſtrange, as it is infallibly true; I 


mean, they ſhew us why good Writers have 
the loweſt, and bad Writers the higheſt O 4 


nion of their own Performances. They w 
have only a partial Idea of this Perfection, as 


their Portion of Ignorance, or Knowledge of 
it is greater or leſs, have proportionable De- 
grees of Modeſty or Conceit. 


Nor, (tho natural good Underſtanding 


| makes a tolerably juſt Judgment in Things of 


this Nature,) will the Reader judge the worſe, 
for forming to himſelf a Notion of what he 
ought to expect from the Piece he has in Hand, 


before he 1 his Peruſal of it. 


The Ode, as it is the eldeſt Kind of Poetry, 
* it is more ſpirituous and more remote from 
B | I 


v 2 — — <A BA — * 


85 
1 
i 
* 
' 33 | 
i : 
| ! 
4 . 
: 
o 1 
N 
£4 
PE 1 
uh 
8 14 
D | 
| 1 
” 1 
+ | 
FL 
1 ' 
1 
| 
5 | 
3 4 : 
THz 
N 
1 
4 . 
Fit 
il 
+ is: 4 
* . 
1 x 
11 
N 
41 
7 
# 1 
* 
N 
I 
N : 
* 
37 13 i 
'*. * 
4 J 
14 If 
* 8 . 
* 
* 
* . 
L 5 4 
" os 
* s 
Ws 
5 N 
4 F 
=— 
. 
1. 
Y \ 
iT 
4) 
oF 
4 : 
141 
1 t 
. 7 bl 
* 9 
4 LES 
* . 41 
* % | 
y f 
iTy 
"IF ": 
q 
12 
4 
1 
4 
4 
„ 
1 
He 8 
x 
o £ 
6 
1 d 
* 7 
1d 7, 
& ' 
7 x U 
28 3 
* 4 , 
: Fa 
- | 
NA 1 
> 3K 
4 
„ Fi 
* + T&f 
„ . 
4 4 
} 2 4 
x : 
! % 
N 
al tf 
8 \ 
149 
1 4 
% 17 
„ 
? $4 
7 
ud : 
* p 
N | 
15 
1 
7; 
i%! : 
[ 
"i 
X : 
{| 
4 f | 
. Oo 
is * 
my}: 
# 
7 : 
2 : 
144 l 
1 
e 
x 


or Euclid, to ſame Critics has appeared as mad; 


* 


a 1 Ar 
Proſe than any other, in Senſe, Sound, Expreſ- 


fion and Conduct. Its Thoughts ſhould be un- 


common, ſublime, and moral; its Numbers full, 
eaſy, and moſt harmonious; its Exptreſſion pure, 
ſtrong, delicate, yet unaffected; and of a curi- 
ous Felicity beyond other Poems; its Conduct 
fhould be raptureys, ſomewhat abrupt and im- 


' methodical to a vulgar Eye. That apparent 


Order and Connexion, which gives Form and 
Life to ſome Comp-ſitions, takes away the 


very Soul of this, Fire, Elevation, and ſelect 
Thought, are indiſpenſable; an humble, tame, 


and vulgar Ode is the moſt pitiful Error a Pen 
can commit, 


f M uſa dedit Fidibus divos, pueroſque Deorum. 


And as its Subjects are ſublime, its Writers 


Genius ſhould be ſo too; otherwiſe it becomes 
the meaneſt Thing in Writing, viz. an invo- 
luntary Burleſque. 


It is the genuine Character and true Merit of 
the Ode, a little to ſtartle ſome Apprehenſions. 


Men of cold Complexions are very apt to mi- 
ſtake a want of Vigour in their Imaginations, 
fora Delicacy of Taſte in their Judgments; and, 
like Perſons of a tender Sight, they look on 
bright Objects in their natural Luſtre, as too 


glaring; what is moſt delightful to a ſtronger 
Eye is painful to them. Thus, Pindar, wha 
has as much Logic at the Bottom as Ari/totle 


and 


wy, 
* 
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and muſt appear ſo to all, who enjoy no Por- 
tion of his own divine Spirit, Dwarf-under= 
ſtandings, meaſuring others by their own Stan- 
dard, are apt to think they fee a Monſter when 
they ſce a Man. 


And indeed, it ſeems to be the Amends 


which Nature makes to thoſe whom ſhe has 


not ble ſſed with an Elevation of Mind, to in- 
dulge them in the comfortable Miſtake, that all 
s wrong which falls not within the narrow Li- 
mits of their own Comprehenſions and Reliſh. 


Judgment, indeed, that maſculine Power of 
the Mind, in Ode, as in all Compoſitions, 
ſhould bear the ſupream Sway; and a beautiful 
Imagination, as its Miſtreſs, ſhould be ſubdued 
to its Dominion. Hence, and hence only can 
proceed the faireſt Offspring of the human 


Mind. 


But then in Ode, there is this Difference from 
other Kinds of Poetry; that, there, the Imagi- 
nation, like a very beautiful Miſtreſs, is indul- 
ged in the Appearance of Domineering; ; tho' the 
Judgment, like an artful Lover, in reality car- 
ries its Point; and the leſs it is ſuſpected of it, 
it ſhews the more maſterly Conduct, and de- 
ſerves the greater Cmmendation. 


It holds true in this Province of Writing as 
in War, The more Danger, the more Ho- 
««- nour.”. It muſt be very enterpiifing, it 

B 2 muſt 
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Wen Y on; 
mult (in Shakeſpeare's Style) have hair-breadth 


_ *Scapes; and often tread the very Brink of Er- 


ror: Nor can it ever deſerve the Applauſe of 
the real Judge, unleſs it renders itſelf obnoxious 


to the Miſapprehenſions of the contrary. 


Such is Cafmire's Strain among the Moderns, 

whoſe lively Wit and happy Fire is an Honour 
to them. And Buchanan might juſtly be much 
admired, if any thing more than the Sweetneſs 
of his Numbers, and the Purity of his Diction, 
was his own: His Original, from which I have 
taken my Motto, through all the Diſadvantages 
of a Northern Proſe-tranſlation, is ſtill admir- 
able; and Cowley ſays, as preferable in Beauty 

to Buchanan, as Judea is to Scotland. * 


Pindar, Anacreon, Sappho, and Horace, are 
the great Maſters of Lyric Poetry among Hea- 
then Writers. Pindar's Muſe, like Sachariſſa, 
is a ſtately, imperious, and accompliſhed Beau- 
ty; equally diſdaining the Uſe of Art, and the 
Fear of any Rival; ſo intoxicating, that it was 
the higheſt Commendation that could be given 


an Antient, that he was not afraid to taſte of 


ber Charms. 
Pindarici fontis qui non expalluit hauſtus. 


A Danger which Horace declares he durſt not 
Tuns'7:- + If 


Anacreon's 


„ LITE our © 


Anacreon's Muſe is like Amoret, moſt ſweet, 
natural and delicate , all over Flowers, Graces 
and Charms; inſpiring Complacency, not Awe; 
and ſhe ſeems to have good Nature enough to 


admit a Rival, which ſhe cannot find, 


Sappho's Muſe, like Lady — is paſſionately 
tender and glowing , like Oil ſet on fire, ſhe is 


ſoft and warm in excels,” Sappbo has left us a 


tew Fragments only; Time has ſwallowed the 
reſt ; but that little which remains, like the re- 
maining Jewel of Cleopatra, after the other 


was diſſolved at her Banquet, may be eſteemed 


(as was that Jewel) a ſufficient Oruament for 


the Goddeſs of Beauty heiſclf. . 


Horace's Muſe, (like one I ſhall not pre- 
ſume to name) is correct, ſolid and moral; ſhe 
Joins all the Sweetneſs and Majeſty, all the 
Senſe and the Fire of the former, in the juſteſt 
Proportions and Degrees; ſuperadding a Feli- 
city of Dreſs entirely her own. She morcover 
1s diſtinguiſhable by this Particularity, That 
ſhe abounds in hidden Graces and fecret Charms, 
which none but the diſcerning can diſcover; 
nor are any capable of doing full Juſtice in 
their Opinion to her Excellences, without giv- 
ing the World, at the ſame Time, an inconte- 


ſtable Proof of Refinement in their own Under- 
ſtandings. 


But, after all, to the Honour of our own 


Country I muſt add, that I think Mr Dryder's 
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Ode on St Cecilia's Day inferior to no Compo- 
tion of this Kind. Its chief Beauty conſiſts 
in adapting the Numbers moſt happily to the 
Variety of the Occaſion; thoſe by which he 
has choſen to expreſs Majeſty, - vi. 


* the God, 
efts to nod, 
And ſeems to ſhake the Spheres. 


are choſen in the following Ode, | becauſe the 
Subject of it is rows 


For the more Harmony. likewiſe, I choſe 
the frequent Return of Rhime ; which laid me 
under great Difficulties. But Difficulties over- 
come, give Grace and Pleaſure, Nor can I 
account for the Pleaſure of Rhime in general, 

(of which the Moderns are too fond) bir from 
this Truth. 
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But then the Writer muſt take Care that the 
Difficulty is overcome. That is, he muſt make 
Rhime conſiſtent with as perfect Senſe and Ex- 

eon, as could be expected, if he was free 
from that Shackle. Otherwiſe, it gives neither 
Grace to the Work, nor Pleaſure to the Reader, 
nor, conſequently, Reputation to the Poet. 
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To ſum the Whole. Ode ſhould be peculiar, 
but not frained; moral, but not flat; na- 
tural, but not obvious; delicate, but not af- 


Bede, noble, but not ambitious; full, but not 
obſcure; 
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obſcure ; fiery, but not mad; thick, but not 


| loaded in its Numbers, which ſhould be moſt 


harmonious, without the leaſt Sacrifice of Ex- 
preſſion or of Senſe, Above all, in this, as in 
every Work of Genius, ſomewhat of an orig: 

nal Spirit ſhould be, at leaſt, attempted ; other- 
wiſe the Poet, whoſe Character diſclaims Me- 
diocrity, makes a ſecondary Praiſe his ultimate 
Ambition ; which has ſomething of a Contra- 
diction in it. Originals only have true Life, 
and differ as much from the beſt Imitations, as 


Men from the moſt animated Pictures of them. 


Nor is what I ſay at all inconſiſtent with a 
due Deference for the great Standards of Anti- 
quity ; nay, that very Deference is an Argu- 
ment for it, for doubtleſs their Example is on 
my Side in this Matter. And we ſhould rather 
imitate their Example in the general Motives 
and fundamental Methods of their Working, 
than in their Works themſelves. This is a Di- 
ſtinction I think not hitherto made, and a Di- 
ſtinction of Conſequence. For the firſt may 
make us their equals; the ſecond muſt pro- 
nounce us their Inferiors, even in our utmoſt 
Succeſs, But the firſt ot theſe Prizes is not fo 
readily taken by the Moderns, as Valuables too 
_ for eaſy Carriage are not ſo liable to the 

hief. | 


The Antients had a particular Regard to 
the Choice of their Subjects; which were gene- 
rally national and great. My Subject is in its 
own Nature, noble, moſt proper for an Eng- 

B 4 liſhman , 
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liſhman ; never more proper than on this Occa- 
ſion; and (what is ase hitherto lung 
If I ſtand not abſolutely e by my 
own Rules; if I have hit the Spirit of Ode in 
general; if I cannot think with Mr Cowley, 
that Mufick alone, Jometi mes, makes an excel- 


lent Ode, : 
. Verſus inopes rerum, nugægue canore ; 


If there is any Thought, Enthufiaſm, and Pi- 
Gure, which are as the Body, Soul, and Robe 
of Poetry; in a Word, if in any Degree, I have 
provided rather Food for Men, than Air for 
Wits; TI hope ſmaller Faults will meet 1ndul- 
gence for the Sake of the Deſign, which is the 
2 of my Country and my King. 


And indeed, this may be ſaid, in general, 
that great Subjects are above being nice; that 
Dignity and Spirit ever ſuffer from ſcrupulous 
Exactneſs; and that the mnuter Cares effemi- 
nate a Compoſition. Great Maſters of Poetry, 


Painting and Statuary, in their nobler Works, 


have even affected the contrary. And juſtly, 
for a truly-maſculine Air, partakes more of the 


Negligent than of the Neat, both in Writings 
ons in Lite. 


Grandi oratio haberet Majeſtatis ſuæ pondus. 
PETRON. 


A Poem 


LE Tale POETRE my 


A Poem, like a Criminal, under too ſevere 
Correction, may loſe all its Spirit, and expire. 
We know it was Faber imus, that was ſuch an 


Artiſt at a Hair, or a Nail. And we know 
the Cauſe was, 


Quia ponere totum 
Neſcius — HoR. 


To cloſe, if a Piece of this Nature wants an 
Apology, I muſt own, that thoſe who have 
Strength of Mind ſufficient profitably to de- 
vote the whole of their Time to the ſeverer Stu- 
dies, I deſpair of imitating, I can only envy and 

admire. The Mind is relieved and {trengthen- 
ed by Variety; and he that ſometimes is ſport- 
ing with his Pen, is only taking the molt ef- 
fectual Means of giving a general Importance to 
it. This Truth is clear from the Knowledge of 
human Nature and of Hiſtory ; from which I 
could cite very celebrated Inſtances, did I not 
fear, that by citing them Iſhould condemn my- 
ſelf, who am ſo little qualified to follow their 
Example in its full Extent. 


— — 


— 2 


— — ——k à¶ — — 


* rn 
y fd 2 — 
— 2 42 


* 


— p — . — — 
rw — — — — 


— „ — 
— — i 
——— — — 
PIES 
* — _ 


Concluding with a w I 8 H. 
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Let the Sea * a Naik, let the Flad clap 
their Hands. 


Of Flocks and Green ! 
At careleſs Eaſe my Limbs are ſpread ; 
All Natrue till, 
But yonder Rill; 
And liſt ning Pines nod o'er my Head: 


8 < rural Scene! 


II. In 


II. 
A 
The boundleſs Tide 


Waves ceaſe to foam, and Winds to roar; 


f 


Without a Breeze, 
Thbe curling Seas 


Dance on, in Meaſure to the Shore. 
11 iy 8 LV... 
Who ſings the Source 


Of Wealth and Force ? 
"Vaſt Field of Commerce, and big War, 
Where Wonders dwell! 
Where Terrors ſwell ! 
And Neptune thunders from his Car? 


IV. 
Where? Where are they, 


Whom Pan's Ray 
Has touch'd; and bid divinely rave? 


What, none aſpire? 
I ſnatch the Lyre, 
And plunge into the foaming Wave. 
| | V. The 
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V. 
The Wave reſounds! 
The Rock rebounds ! 
The Nejrides to my Song reply! 
I lead the Choir, 
And they conſpire 
With Voice and Shell, to lift it high; 
VI. 
They ſpread in Air, 
Their Boſoms fair, 
Their verdant Treſſes pour behind, 
The Billows beat 
With nimble Feet, 
With Notes triumphant ſwell the Wind, 


. 
Who love the Shore, 
Let thoſe adore 
The God Apollo, and his Nine, 
Parnaſſus H ill, 
And Orpheus' Skill; : 
But let Arion's Harp be mine. 


le VIII. The 
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VIII. 
The Main! tho Main! 
Is Britain's Reign; 
Her Strength, her Glory is her Fleer; 
The Main! the Main! 
Be Britain's Strain; 
As Tratou's ſtrong, as Syrep's fweet. 


TX. 
Thro' Nature wide, 
Is nought diſcry dd 
So Rich in Pleaſure or Surprize ; 
When All-ſerene, 
How ſweet the Scene ? 
How dreadful, when the Billows riſe ? 
6 X. 
When Storms deface 
The fluid Glaſs, 
In which, &er while Britannia fair 
Look'd down with Pride, 
| Like Ocean's Bride, | 
Adjuſting her majeſtic Air? q 


XI. When 


f 
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XI. 
When Tempeſts ceaſe, 
And huſh'd in Peace, 
The flatten d Surges ſmoothly ſpread, 
Deep Silence keep, 
And ſeem to ſleep 
Recumbent on their 00zy Bed; 


XII. 
Wich what a Trance, 
The Level glance 
Unbroken, ſhoots along the Seas? 
Which tempt from Shore 
The painted Qar ; 
Andevery Canvas courts the Breeze ! 


XIII. 
When ruſhes forth 


The frowning North 
On blacknin g Billows, with what Dread 
My ſhuddering Soul 
Beholds them rowl, 
And hears their Roarings o'er my Head? 
| XIV. With 


*. 


ae 


XIV. 
With Terror, mark; . ; 
Yon flying Bark! 
Now Center-deep.deſcend the Brave; 
Now toſs'd on high, 
I takes the Sky, 
A F eather on the tow'ring. Wave | 


- 
Now, ſpins around 
In Whirls profound ; _ 1 
Now whelm' d; now pendant near the Clouds; 
Now ſtun'd, it reels 
Midſt Thunders peals; 
And now fierce Lightning fires the Shronds. 


XVI. 
All Ether burns! 
Chaos returns! | 
And blends, once more, the Seas and Skies, 
No Space between 
Thy boſom Green, 
O Deep! and the blue Concave, lies. 
XVII. The 


— 
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XVII. 
The northern Blaſt, 
The ſhatter'd Maſt; ; 
The Syrt, the Whirlpool; and the Rock; 
The breaking Spout, 
The Stars gone out, 
The boiling ſtreight, the Monſters ſhock. 


XVIII. 
Let others fear; 
To Britain dear 
Whate'er promotes her dating Claim; 
Thoſe Terrors charm, | 
Which keep her warm - 
In Chace of honeſt Gain or Fame. 


— 


XIX. 
The Stars are bright 
To chear the Night, 
And ſhed, thro Shadows, temper'd Fire; 
And Phebus Flames, 
With burniſh'd Beams, 


Which ſome adore, and all admire. 


1 3 Are 
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XX. 
Are then the Seas 4 
Outſhone by Theſe'? 
Bright Thetys ! thou art not outſhone; 
With kinder Beams, | 
And ſofter Gleams, 
Thy Boſom wears them as thy own. 


XXI. 
There, ſet in green 
Gold- Stars are ſcen, 
10 A Mantle rich! thy Charms to wrap; 
0 1 And when the Sun 


His Race has run, 


He falls enamour d in thy Lap. 


XXII. 
Thoſe Clouds whoſe Dyes 
. Adorn the Skies, 
That ſilver Sow, that pearly Rain; 

Has Phæbus ſtole 

To grace the Pole, 
The Plunder of th invaded Main! 
XXIII. The 


A 
The gaudy Bom, 
Whoſe Colours glow, 
Whoſe Arch, with ſo much Skill is bent, 
| To Phebui Ray, 
Which paints fo gay, 
By Thee, the wat'ry Woof was lent, 


XXIV. 
In Chambers deep, 
Where Waters ſleep, f | 
What unknown Treaſures pave the Floor ? 
The Pearl in rows, 
Pale Luſtre throws; 


The Wealthimmenſe, which Storms devour, 


XXV- 
From Indian Mines, 
With proud Deſigns 
The Merchant ſwoln, digs golden Ore 
The Tempeſts riſe, 
And ſeize the Prize, 
And toſs him breathleſs on the Shore. 
8 XXVI. His 


— 
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XXVI. 
His Son complains 
In pious Strains, 
« Ah! cruel Thirſk of Gold”, he cries-; 
- Then ploughs the Main, 
In zeal for Gain, 


The Tears yet ſwelling in his Eyes. 


XXVII. 
Thou wat'ry Vaſt! 
What Mounds are caſt | 
To bar thy dreadful Flowings der? 
Thy proudeſt Foam, 
Muſt know its Home ; 
-<8t rage of Gold diſdains a Shore. 


XXVIII. 
Sold Pleaſure buys, 
But Pleaſure dies, 


» 


Too ſoon the groſs Fruition cloys ; 
Tho Raptures court, 
The Senſe is hort; 

But Virtue kindles living Joys; | 

ys XXIX. Joys 
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XXIX. 
Joys felt alone / 
Joys ask'd of none 
Which Time's and Fortune's Arrows miſs; 
Joys that ſubſiſt, 
Tho' Fates reſiſt, 


An unprecarious, endleſs Bliſs! 


XXX. 
The Soul ein d 
Is moſt inclin'd 
To every moral Excellence ; 
All Vice is dull, 
A Knave's a Fool; 
And Virtue is the Child of Senſe. 


 XXXL 
The virtuous Mind, 
Nor Wave, nor Wind, 
Nor civil Rage, nor Tyrant's Frown, | 
The ſhaken Ball, 
Nor Planets fall, 


From its firm Baſis can dethrone. 
2 I XXXII. This 
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This Britain knows, 
And therefore glows, 


With gen'rous Paſſions, and expends 


Her Wealth and Zeal © 
On public Weal, 
And brightens both by god-like Ends. 


XXXII. 
What End ſo great, 
As that which late 
Awoke the Genius of the Main, 
Which tow' ring roſe 
With GroRGce to cloſe, 
And point out great EL 12 As Reign? 


XXXIV. 
| A Voice has Hown 
From Britain's Throne 


To re-inflame a grand Deſign ; 


That Voice ſhall rear 
Yon * Fabric Fair, 
As Nature's roſe at the Divine. 


„ 
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XXXV. 
When Nature ſprung, 
Bleſt Angels ſung, 
And ſhouted o'er the riſing Ball ; 
For Strains as high, 


As Man's can fly, 
Theſe Sea- devoted Honours call. 


XXXVI. 


From boiſterous Seas, 
The Lap of Eaſe 
Receives our Wounded, and oùr Old; 
High Domes aſcend! 
Stretch'd Arches bend! 
Proud Columns ſwell ! wide Gates unfold ! 


XXX VII. 
So ſleeps the Grain; 
In foſt'ring Rain, 
And vital Beams till Jove deſcend; 
Then, burſts the Root! 
The Verdures ſhoot ! 
And Earth enrich, adorn, defend ! 
Gs XXXVIIL Her 
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XXX VIII. 

Here, ſoft-reclin'd, 

From Wave, from Wind, 
And Fortune's Tempeſt ſafe aſhore, 

To cheat their Care, 

Of former War 
They talk the pleaſing Shagows o'er. 

„„ 
In lengthen'd Tales, \ 


1 Our Fleet provails; 
1 Tn Tales the Lenitives of Age! 
| : And o'er the Bowl, 
They fire the Soul 
Of lining Puch, to martial Rage, 
— 
The Story done, 
3 Their ſetting Sun 
. GSerenely ſmiling down the Vet, 
| In ſoft Decay, 
They drop away; 


And Honour leads them to their Reſt. | 
CO” XLI, Unhappy 
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XLI. 
Unhappy they! 
And falſly gay ! 
Who baſk for ever in Succeſs; 
A conſtant Feaſt, | 
Quite palls the Taſte, 
And long Enjoyment 18 Diftreſ. 
XLII. 
6 What charms us moſt, 
Our Joy, our Boaſt, 
Familiar loſes all its Gloſs; 
And Gold refin'd 
The ſated Mine ; 
Faſtidious turns to perfe& Droſs. 


XLIII. 
When, after Toil, 
His native Soil, 7 


The panting Mariner regains, 
What Tranſport flows 
From bare Repoſe? 


We reap our Pleaſure from 6ur Pains. 
| K XLIV. Ye 


n 

Ye warlike Slai nn 
Beneath the Main. 
Wrapt in a wat 'ry winding Sheet; 


| Who bought with Blood 

1 Your Country's Good, 

| | Your Country's full-blown Glory greet. 
| XLV. 


What powrful Charm 
Can Death diſarm ? 
Your long, your iron Slumbers break ? 
By Fove, by Fame, 
By GeorGE's Name, 
Awake! awake! awake! 
XLVI. 
Our Joy ſo proud, 
Our Shout fo loud, 
© Without a Charm the Dead might hear: 
And ſee they rouſe! 
Their awful Brows, 
Deep-ſcar d from oozy Pillows rear! 
| XLVII. With 


XLII. 
With ſpiral Shell, 
Full- blaſted tell, 6 


That all your wat ry Realms ſhould ring; 
Your Pearl-Alcoves, 


Your Coral-Groves, 
Should eccho 7heirs, and Britain's King. 


XLVIIL. 
As long as Stars 
Guide Mariners, 
As CAROLINA's Virtues pleaſe, 
Or Suns invite, 
| The raviſh'd Sight, 
The Britiſh Flag ſhall ſweep the Seas. 


XLIX, 
Peculiar both 
Our Soils /trong Growth, 
And our bold Natives hardly mind 3 
Sure Heaven beſpoke 
Our Hearts and Oak, 
Jo give a Maſter to Mankind. 
3 3 : | I. That 
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That nobleſt Birth 
Of teeming Earth, p 
Of Foreſts fair, that Daughter proud, 
Jo foreign Coaſts * 
Our Grandeur boaſts, 
And Britain's Pleaſure ſpeaks aloud, 
LI. 
Now big with War, 
Sends Fate from far, 
If rebel Realms their Fate demand; 
Now, ſumptuous Spoils 
Of foreign S021s 


Pours in the Boſom of our Land, 


LII. 
Hence, Britain lays 
In Scales, and weighs 
The Fates of Kingdoms, and of Kings ; 
And as ſhe frowns 
Or ſmiles, on Crowns 
A Ni ght, 'or Day of Glory ſprings. | 
| LIII. Thus 
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LIII. 
Thus Ocean ſwells 
The Streams and Rills, 
And to their Borders lift them high; 
Or elſe withdraws 
The mighty Cauſe, 
And leaves their famiſh'd Channels dry. 


LIV. 
How mixt, how frail; 
How ſure to fail, 
Is ev'ry Pleaſure of Mankind 
A Damp deſtroys 


My blooming Joys, 
While Britain's Glory fires my Mind. 


LV. 
For who can gaze 
On reſtleſs Seas, 
Unſtruck with Life's more reſtleſs State? 
Where all are toſs d, 
And moſt are loſt 


By Tides of Paſſion, blaſts of Fate? 
| | LVI. The 


LVI. 
The World's the Main, 
How vext? How vain? 
Ambition ſwells, and Anger foams; 
May good Men find, 
Beneath the Wind, 
A ndiſeleſs Shore, unruffled Homes! 


* 


LVII. 
The public Scene 
Of harden'd Men 
Teach me, O teach me to deſpiſe ! 
The World few know, 
But to their Woe, 
Our Crimes with our Experience riſe; | 
LVIII. 
All tender Senſe 
Is baniſh'd thence, 
All maiden Nature's firſt Alarms ; 
What ſhock'd before, 
Diſguſts no more, 


And what diſguſted has its Charms, 
9 LIX. In 
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LIX. ; 
In Landſcapes green, 
True Bliſs is ſeen, PR 
With Innocence, in - p77 ſhe ſports ; 
In wealthy Towns, 
Proud Labour frown N 
And painted Sorrow ſmiles in Courts. 
Theſe Scenes untry'd, 
Seduc'd my Pride, 
To Fortune's Arrows bare'd my Breaſt ; 
Till Wiſdom came, 
A hoary Dame! 
And told me Pleaſure was in Reft. 
The Avrnor's WISH. 
| LXI. 
O may I ſteal 
Along the Vale 
Of humble Life, ſecure from Foes! 
My Friend ſincere! 


My Judgment clear 


And gentle Bufineſs my Repoſe !- 
1 "EN : . my Repol IXI. 3 


OCEAN, 
LXII. 
My Mind be rong 

To combat Wrong 
Grateful, O King! for Favours ſhewn | 
Soft to complain 


For other's Pain 
And 60d to triumph o'er my own! 
LæXIII. 
(When Fortunes kind,) 
Acute to find, 
And warm to reliſh every Boon 
And w/e to ſtill 
Pjbantaſtic Ill, 
ke frightful Spec7res ſtalk at Noon 1 


LXIV. 
No fruitleſs Toils 1 | 
No brainleſs Broils! 
Fach Moment level'd at the Mark ! 
our Day ſo ſhort 
Invites to Sport ? 
Be ſad and ſolemn when 't 'tis Dark. 


LXV. Yet 


An O D FE. 49 


ILV. 
vet Prudence ſtill 
Rein thou my Will! 
What's moſt important make miſt dear! 
For tis in this 
Reſides true Bliſs; 
True Bliſs, a Deity ſevere! 


LXVI. 
When Temper leans 
To gayer Scenes, 


And ſerious Life void Moments ſpares, 
The Sylvan Chace 
My Sinews brace ! 

Or Song unbend my Mind from Cares! 


i 


LXVII. 
Nor ſhun, my Soul! 
The genial Bowl, 
Where Mirth, Good- nature, Spirit flow! 


Ingredients Tbeſe, 

Above to pleaſe 
The laughing Gods, the Viſe, below. 

| bp: > LXVIIL Tho 
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L XVII. 
Tho' rich the Vine, 
More Wit than Wine, 


More Senſe than Wit, Good-will than Art, 


May I provide! 
Fair T; ruth my Pride ! 
My Joy the Converſe of the Heart! 


LXIX, 
The gloomy Brow, - 
The broken Vow, 


To diſtant Climes, ye Gods ce 
The nobly-ſoul'd 


Their Commerce hold 
With Words of Truth, and Looks of Love ! 


LXX. 
O glorious Aim 
O Wealth ſupream ! 


Divine Benevolence of Soul ! 


That greatly glows, 
And freely flows, 


* in ane Bleſſing graſps the Whole! 


LXXI. Prophetic 


* 
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LXXI. 
Propbetic Schemes, 
And golden Dreams, | 


May I, unſanguin, caſt away! 
Have, what I bave ! 
And live, not leave, 


Enamour d of the preſent Day] 


LXXII 


My Hours my 6wn /! 
My Faults unknown /! 


My chief Revenue in Content / 
Then, leave one Beam 
Of honeſt Fame! 
And ſcorn the labour'd Monument! 


! 


LXXIII. 
Unhurt my Urn! _ 
Till that great Turn 
When mighty Nature's ſelf ſhall die, 
Time ceaſe to glide, | 
With human Pride, 
Sunk in the OcrAx of ETERNITY. 
D 2 
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NAVAL LYRIC: 


Written in IMITATION of 


PINDAR's SPIRIT. 


Oc AS ION ED 


By His MAI ESTH 's Return from Hanover, 
Sept. 1729. and the ſucceeding PE AE. 


Monte decurrens velut Amnis, imbres 
Quem ſuper Notas aluere ripas, 
Fervet, Immenſuſque ruit profundo. Pindarus Ore, 


Concines lætoſque dies, & Urbis 
Publicum ludum, ſuper impetrato 


Fortis AuGusT 1 Reditu. Hor. _ 
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PREFACE 


Pindaric carries a formidable Sounds 

but there is nothing formidable in the 
true Nature of it: Of which, (with utmoſt 
Submiſſion) I conceive the Critics. have hi- 
therto entertained a falſe Idea. Pinder is as 
natural as Anacreon, tho' not ſo familiar. As 
a fixed Star is as much in the Bounds of Na- 
ture, as a Flower of the Field, tho' leſs obyious 
and of greater Dignity, T his is not the recei- 
ved Notion of Pindar; I ſhall therefore ſoon 
ſupport at large that Hint which is now given. 


Trade is a very noble Subject in itſelf; more 
proper than any for an Enghſhman ; and parti- 
cularly ſeaſonable at this juncture. 


We have more Specimens of good WÄriting 
in every Province than in the Sublime; our two 
famous Efic Poems excepted. I was willin 


to make an Attempt where I had feweſt Ri- 
vals. 


If on reading this Ode, any Man has a ful- 
ler Idea of the real Intereſt, or poſſible Glory of 
his Country, than before; or a ſtronger In- 
preſſion from it, or a warmer Concern for it, I 

give up to the Critic any further Reputation. 


We have many Copies and Tranſlations that 
paſs for Originals. This Ode I humbly con- 
"7 - +. RS | ceive 


PREFACH. 
ceive is an Original tho it profeſſes Imitation 
No Man can be like Pindar, by imitating any 
of his particular Works; any more than like 
Raphael by copying the Chartoons. The Ge- 
nius and Spirit of ſuch great Men muſt be col- 
lected from the Whole; and when thus weare 
poſſeſſed of it, we muſt exert its Energy in Sub- 


jetfs and Defigns of our own. Nothing is ſo 
_ Unpindarical as following Pindar on the Foot. 


Pindar's an Original, and He muſt be / too 
who would be like P:ndar in That which is his 
greateſt Praiſe. Nothing ſo unlike as a cloſe 
Copy and a noble Original. 


As for Length, Pindar has an unbroken Ode 
of Six hundred Lines. Nothing is long or ſhort 


m Writing, but relatively to the Demand of 


the Subject and the Manner of treating it. 


A Diſticb may be long and a Folio ſhort, How- 


ever, I have broken this Ode into Strains, each 


of which may be conſidered as a ſeparate Ode, 
if you pleaſe. And if the Variety and Fulneſs 
of Matter be conſidered, I am rather apprehen- 
five of Danger from. Brevity in this Ode, than 
from Length. But lank Writing is what I 
think ought moſt to be declined, if for nothing 
elſe, for our Plenty of it. 


The Ode is the moſt ſpirited Kind of Poetry, 
and the Pindaric is the moſt ſpirited Kind of 
Ode; this I ſpeak at my own very great Peril; 
but Truth has an eternal Title to our Confeſ- 
ſion tho we are ſure to ſuffer by it. 


IE 


C 0, NT 8. 
The OD E conſiſts of a Prelude; Five Strains; 6 
A Moral; a Chſe, and a Chorus. 


PazLUDE. 

H E Propoſition. An Addreſs. to. the Veſſel 

that brought over the Ning. Mo ſhould * 

ſing on this Occaſion. A Pindaric Boaſt. 
S TRAIN I. Har the King attended. A Prof- 
pect of Happinels. Induſtry. A ſurpriſing Inſtance 
of it in Old Rome. The Miſchief of Sloth. What 
Happinels is. Shlh its greateſt Enemy. Trade na- 
tural to Britain. Trade inyok*d, Deſcrib'd. What 
the greateſt human Excellence. The Praiſe of 
Wealth. Its Uſe, Abuſe, End. The Variety of Na- 
ture. The final moral Cauſe of it. The Benefit of 
Man's Neceſſities. Britain's naval Stores. She makes 
all Nature ſerviceable to her Ends. Of Reaſon. Its 
Excellence, How we ſhould Form our Eſtimate of 
Things. Reaſon's difficult Taſk. Why the firſt 
Glory Hers.” Her Efe#s in Old Britain. 
SrRAIx II. Arts from Commerce. Why Bri- 
tons ſhould purſue it. What Wealth includes. An 
hiſtorical Digreſſion, which Kind is moſt frequent in 
Pindar. The Wealth and wonderful Glory of Tyre. 
The Approach of her Ruin. The Cauſe of it. Her 
Crimes through all Ranks and Orders. Her miſer- 
able Fall. The neighbouring Kings juſt Reflexion on it. 
An awful Image of the divine Power and Vengeance. 
From what Tyre fell, and how deep her Calamity. 

STRAIN III. An Inference from this Hiſtory. 

Advice to Britain, More proper to her than other 
Nations. tow far the Stroke of Tyranny reaches. 
What ſupports our Fndeavours. The unconſidered 
Benefits of Liberty. Britain's Obligation to purſue 
Trade. Why above Half the Globe is Sea. Britain's \ 
Grandeur from her Situation. The Winds, the Seas, 
the Conſtellations, deſcibed. Sir /ſacc Newton's 
Praiſe. Pritain compared with other States. The 
Leviathan deſcribed, Britain's Site and antient Li- 
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tle to the Seas. Who rivals Her. Of Venice. Hol. 
land. Some deſpiſe Trade as mean. Cenſured for it. 
Trades Glory. The late Czar. Solomon. A ſur- 
priſing Inſtance of Magnificence. The Merchant's 
Dignity. Compared with Men of Letters. 

SrRAIN IV. Pindar invok'd. His Praiſe. Bri- 


_ tain ſhould decline War, but boldly affert her Trade. 


Encouraged from the Throne: Britain's Condition 


without Trade. Trade's Character and ſurpriſing 


Deeds. Carthage. Solomon's Temple. St Paul's 
Church. The Miſer's Character. The wonderful 


Effects of Trade. Why Religion recommended to 


the Merchant, What falſe Joy. What true. What 
Religion is to the Merchant. Why Trade more glo- 
rious in Britons than others. How warmly and how 
long to be purſued by us. The Briton's Legacy. Co- 
lumbus. His Praiſe. America deſcrib'd. Worlds 
ſtill unknown. Queen Eliſabeth, King GzorGe 


the Second. His Glory navally repreſented, 


STRAIN V. bat is the Bound of Britain's Power. 
Beyond that of the moſt fam'd in Hiſtory. The Sign 
Lyra. What the Conſtellations are. Argo. The Whale. 
The Dolphin. Eridanus. The Lion. Libra. Virgo. 
Berenice. The Britiſh Fadies cenſured. The Moon. 
What the Sea is. Apoſtrophe to the Emperor. The Spa- 
niſh Armada. How Britain ſhould ſpeak her Re- 
ſentment. What gives Power. What Natives do in 


War. The Tartar. Mogul. Africa. Ching. Who 


Maſter of the World. bat the Hiſtory of the World 


is. The Geneology of Glory. Miſtakes about it, Peace 


the Merchant's end. Ships of divine Origin. 
Merchants Ambaſſadors. The Briton's Voyage. 


Praiſe the Food of Glory. Britain's Record. 


The Mo R A L. 
The moſt Happy ſhould be the moſt Virtuous. Of 
Eternity. What Briton's Art ſhould be. hence Slavery. 
The CL Os E. 
This Subject now firſt Sung. How Sung. Preferableto 


Pindar's — How Britain ſhould be Sung by A. 


CHORUS, TIRE. 


D 


TRE : 


MERCHANT: 
O D E 


On the BRITISH Trade and Navigation. 


_— 
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To His GRA CE the 


Dun d Has 


— Hagerman 
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Se x00peiy. Pind. Nem. Ode VI. 


PRELUDE. 

** 
AST by the Surge my Limbs are ſpread ; 
The naval Oak nods o'er my Head; 


The Windsareloud; theWaves tumultuousrowl: 


Ye Winds! indulge your Rage no more; 
Ye ſounding Billows ! ceaſe to roar ; 
The God deſcends ; and REPEC warm mySoul. 
II. The 


660 Te MERCH AN x. 
. II. 6 
The Waves are huſht; the Winds are ſpentl.— 

This Kingdom from the Kingdom's rent, 

1 celebrate i in Song. Fam'd Iſle! no leſe, 

By Nature's Favour, from Mankind, 
Than by the foaning Sea diqoin d; 
Alone in Bliſs! an Je in Happineſs! 

_ 2 
Tho Fate and Time have damp'd my Strains, 
"Tho" Vouth no longer fires my Veins, - 
Tho flow their Streams i in this cold CHEE run; ; 

The royal Eye diſpels my Cares, f 

| Recals the Warmth of blooming Years, 
Returning GeorGe ſupplies the diſtant Sun. 

IV. 
Away my Soul! ſalute the * Pine, 
That glads the Heart of Ca ROLINE, 
Ir s grand Depoſit faithful to reſtore ; | 

| Salute the Bark that ne'er ſhould hold 

$ rich a Freight in Gems or Gold, 

And loaded from both Indies would be poor. 
', eg 8 v. My 


The VessEL in which the Kine came over. 
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V. 
My-Soul! to Thee, She ſpreads her Sails; 
Their Boſoms fill with ſacred Gales ; 
With Inſpiration from the Godhead warm ; 
Now bound for an eternal Clime, : 
O ſend her down the Tide of Time, 
Snatch'd from Oh livion, and ſecure from Storm. 


VI. 
Or teach this Flag, like that to ſoar, 
Which Gods of Old and Heroes bore , 

Bid Her a Britiſh Conſtellation riſe 8 
The Sea She ſeorns ; and, nord, ſhall bound 
On lofty Billows of ſweet Sound, 

Tam Her Pilot, and Her Port the Sies“ 


9 
Dare You to fink, Ve tinkling Train? 
Silence ye Wretched ! Ye Prophane! 

Who ſhackle Proſe, and boaſt of ab/ent Gods; 
Who Murder thought, and Numbers maim, 
Who write Pindarics cold and lame, 

And labour ſtiff Anacreontic Odes. 


62 The MERCHANT. 


VIII. 
Ye lawful Sons of Genius riſe 
Of genuine Title to the Skies; 
Ye Founts of Learning! and ye Mints of Fame ! 
You, who file off the mortal Part 
Of glowing Thought, with attic Art, 
And drink pure Song from Cham's or Ii Stream. 


IX. 
I glow, I burn! the Numbers pure, 
High- flavour'd, delicate, mature, | 
Spontaneous Stream from my unlabour'd Breaſt 3 
As when full-ripen'd teems the Vine, 
The generous Burſts of willing Wine, 
Diſtil Nectareous from the Grape unpreft. 


S TRAIN I. 

Our Monarch comes ! nor comes alone |! 

What ſhining Forms ſurround his Throne, 
O Sun! as Planets Thee? To my loud Strain 

See Peace, by Wiſdom led, advance; 
| The Grace, the Muſe, the Seaſon dance; 
And Plenty ſpreads behind her flowing Train! 

II. Our 


II. 
Our Monarch comes ! nor FEE alone |! 
| New Glories kindle round his Throne, 
The Viſions riſe! I triumph as I gaze: 
By Pindar led, I turn'd of late, 
| The Volume dark, the Folds of Fate; 
And, now, am preſent to the future Blaze, 
III. 
By George and Fove it is decreed, 
The mighty Months in Pomp proceed, 

Fair Daughters of the Sun! O thou Divine, 
Bleſt Induſtry ! a ſmiling Earth 
From Thee alone derives its Birth: 

By Thee the Ploughſhare, and its Maſter ſhine. 

„ 
From Thee, Maſt, Cabal, Anchor, Oar, 
From Thee the Cannon, and his Roar; 

On Oaks nurſt, rear*d by Thee, Wealth, Empiregrows; 
O golden Fruit! Oak well might prove 
The ſacred Tree, the Tree of TFove; 

All Jove can give, the naval Oak beſtows, 


V. What 


6% e MERCHANT. 

| V. 

What can not Induſtry compleat ? 

be When, Punic War firſt flam' d, the Great, 

Bold, Active, Ardent, Roman F athers meet : 
Fell all your Groves” a Flamen cries; | 
As ſoon they fall ; as ſoon they riſe; 

One Moon, a ForeP, and the next, a Fleet, 


VI. 
Is Shth Indulgence? Tis a Toil; 
Enervates Man, and dams, the Soil; 
Defeats Creation, plunges in Diſtreſs, 
Cankers our Being, All devours; 
„u Exertion of our Powers 
 Thence, and thence only, glows our Happineſs. 


VII. 
The Stream may ſtagnate, yet be clear, 
The Sun ſuſpend his ſwift Career, 
Yet healthy Nature fealher wonted Force; 
Ere Man his active Springs reſign d, 
Can ruſt in Body and in Mind, 
Yet taſte of Bliſs, of which he choaks the Source, 


VIII. Where 
L. Florus. 
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VIII. +", 
Where, Induftry! thy Daughter fair? 
Recal her to her native Air: | 
Here was Trade born, here bred; here flouriſtyd long: 
And ever ſhall ſhe flouriſh Here : 
What tho' ſhe languiſh'd ? 'T'was but Fear, 
She's ſound of Heart, her Conſtitution ſtrong. 


IX. 

Wake, ſting her up. Trade / lean no more 
On thy fixt Anchor, puſh from Shore, 
Earth lies before Thee, every Climate court. 
And, ſee, ſhe's rous d, abſoly'd from Fears, 

Her Brow, in cloudleſs Azure, rears, 


Spreads all her Sail, and opens every Port. th 


. x 
See, cheriſh'd by her Siſter, Peace, 
She levies Gain on every Place, 3 
Religion, Habit, Cuſtom, Tongue and > 08 
| Again, ſhe travels with the Sun, 
Again, ſhe draws a golden Zone 
Round Earth and Main; bright zone of wealth and fame! 
2 kl. Ten 


6 Phe ME RE HAN I. 
” +08. 
Ten thouſand active Hands, thit hung 
In ſhameful Sloth with Nerves unſtrung, 
The Nations languid Load defy the Storms, 
The Sheets unfürl, and Anchors weigh, 
The long mord Veſſel wing to Sea, 
Worlds, Worlds falute and peopled Ocean ſwarmb⸗ 
XII. 
His Sons, Po, Ganges, Danube, Nile, 
Their ſeidgy Forcheads lift and finile; 


Their Urns inverted prodigally pour 
Streams charg d with Wealth, and vow to buy 


Britannia fot their great Ally, 

With Climes paid down; what can the Gods Uo more? 

XIII. 

Cold Ruſſia coſtly Furs, from far 

DR China ſends her painted |] Jar, 

France g gen 'rous Wines to crown it, Arab ſwert, 
With Gales of Incenſe ſwells our Sails, 
Not diſtant Ind our Merchant fails, 


Her r richeſt Ore the Ballaſt of our Fleet. 
OO © XIV. Luxuriant 
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| XIV. 
Luxuriant Iſle! What Tide that flows, 
Or Stream that glides, or Wind that blows, 
Or genial Sun that ſhines, or Show' r that pours, 
But flows,glides, breathes,ſhines, pours for thee ? 
How every Heart dilates to ſee 
EachLand's each Seaſon blendingon thy Shores? 
| XV. 
All Theſe One Britiſb Harveſt make! 
The Servant Ocean for thy Sake, 
Both ſinks and ſwells: his Armsthy Boſom wrap; 
And fondly give in boundleſs Dow'r | 
To mighty Gzore6r's growing Pow'r, 
The wafted World into thy loaded Lap. 


XVI. 
Commerce brings Riches, Riches crown 
Fair Virtue with the firſt Renown : 
A large Revenue, and a large Expence, 
When Hearts for others Welfare glow, 
And ſpend as free as Gods beſtow, 


Gives the full Bloom to mortal Excellence. 
* E XVII. Ghw 


. > 
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5 XyII. Wy 
be then my Breaſt! | hind! my Store! 4 


This, and This boldly 1 implore, 


Their ant and Apathy let Stoics boaſt : 


Paſſions and Riches, Good or Il, 
As us d by Man, demand our Skill; 


All Bleflngs woundus when Diſcretion'sloſt. 


XVIII. 
Wealth, in the Virtuous and' the Wiſe, 
'Tis Vice and Folly to deſpiſe : 


Let Thoſe in Praiſe of Poverty refine, 


Whoſe Heads or Hearts pervert its Uſe, | 
The Narrow-Soul 4 OT the Profuſe,. 


The truh=Great find Morals in the Mine. 


XIX. 
Happy the Man! who large of Heart, 
Has learnt the rare, illuſtrious Art 


Ot being Rich: Stores ftarve us, or they cloy, 


From Gold, if more than Chymic Skill, 
Extract not what is Srighter ſtill: 


"Tis hard to gain, much harder to enjoy. 


XX. Plenty's 


| XX. 

Plenty's a Means, and Joy her End. 

Exalted Minds their Joys extend 
A Chandos ſhines, when, others Joys are done: 
As ſoſty Turrets by their Height, 

When humble Scenes reſign their Light, 
Retain the Rays of the declining Sun. 

XXI. 

Pregnant with Bleſſings Britain] ſwear 

No ſordid Son of Thine ſhall dare 
Offend the Donor of thy Wealth and Peace; 

Who zou, his whole Creation drains 


To pour into thy tumid Veins 
That Blood of Nations! Commerce and Increaſe. 


XXII. 
How warzous Nature! turgid Grain, 
Here nodding floats the golden Plain; 

There Worms weave ſilken Webs, Here glowing Vines 
Lay forth their Purple to the Sun, 
Beneath the Soil, There Harveſt's ran; 

And Kings Revenues ripen in the Mines. 

| 23 | XXIII. Whats 
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5% TeMERCHANT. 
XXIII. 
What's v4rjotth Natare ? Art Divine, 
Man's Soul to ſoften and refine; 

Heaven different Grow tis to different Lands imparts 
That All may ſtand in Need of All, 
And Intereſt draw around the Ball, 

A Net to catch and join all human Hearts, 

XXIV, 
Thus has the great Creator's Pen, 
His Law Supream to mortal Men, 
In their Neceſſities diſtinctly writ - 
Even Appetite ſupplies the Place 
Of abſent Virtue, abſent Grace, 
And human Want performs for human Wit, 
XXV. 
Vaſt naval Enſigns ſtrow d around 
The wond' ring Foreigner confound gx 
How ſtands the deep-aw'd Continent aghaſt, 
As her proud-fcrprer'd Sons ſurvey, 
At every Port, on every Key, 
* Mountains riſe, of Cable, Anchor, Maſt? 
XXVI. The 


n pP B 71 
| XXVI. 
The unwildy Tun! the ponderous Bale! ---- 
Each Prince his own Clime ſet to Sale 
Sees here, by Subjects of a Britzſh King: 
How Earth's abridg'd? All Nations range 
A narrow Spot! our throng d Exchange, 
And ſend the Sheams of Plenty from their Spting. 


XXVII. 
Nor Earth alone, all Nature bends 
In Aid to Britain's glorious Ends: 
Toils ſhe in Trade? or bleeds in honeſt Wars? 
Her Keel each yeilding Sea enthrals, 
Each willing Wing her Canvas calls, 
Her Pilot into Service liſts the Stars. 


XX VIIL 
In Size confin'd, and humbly made, 
What tho' we creep beneath the Shade, 
And ſeem as Emmets on this Point the Ball ? 
Heaven lighted up the human Soul, 
Heaven bid its Rays tranſpierce the Whole, 
And giving Godlike Reaſon, gave us All. 


- Ms XXIX. Thou 
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XXIX. 
5 Thou golden Chain twixt God and Men 
Bleſt Reaſon ! guide my Life and Pen; 
All Ills, like Ghofts, fly trembling at thy Light: 
Who Thee obeys, reigns over All; 
Smiles, tho' the Stars around him fall; 
A God is nought but Reaſon infinite, 


XXX. 
The Man of Reaſon is a God 
Who ſcorns to ſtoop to Fortune's Nod 93 
Sole Agent He beneath the ſhining Sphere, 
Others are paſſive, are impell d, | 
Are frighten'd, flatter'd, ſunk or well, 
As Accident is pleas d to domineer, 


* 


XxXI 
Our Hopes and Fears are much to blame 3 
Shall Monarchs awe? Or Crowns in ame? 
From groſs Miſtake our idle Tumult ſprings; ; 
Theſe Men the filly World diſarm, 
Elude the Dart, diſſolve the Charm, 


Who know the — Worth of Men and 7 hings, 
8 4 . The 
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XXXII. 2 
The preſent Object, preſent Day,, 
Are idle Phantoms, and away+z- 
What's laſting only does exiſt. Know This, 70 
Life: Fame, Friends, Freedom, Empire, All, 
Peace, Commerce, Freedom, nobly fall 


To launch us on the Flood of ends Bliſs. 


XXXIII. 

How Foreign Theſe, tho' moſt in View? 
Go, look your whole Exiſtence thro' ; - 
Thence form your Rule; thencefix your Eſtimate, 
For ſo the Gods: but as the Ga 

How great the 70i /? Twill coſt more Pains, 
To vanquiſh Folly than reduce a State. 


XXXIV. 
Hence Reaſon ! the fit Palm is thine, 
OA Britain learnt from Thee to ſhine. 
By Thee, 7 rades ſwarmin 8 throng, gay Freedom's ſmile, , 
Armies, in War, of fatal Frown, 
Of Peace the Pride, Arts flowing Gown, 
Enrich, Exalt, D Inſtruct our Iſle. 2 
| STRAIN. 
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CoMMERCE gives Arts, as well as Gain 1 
By Commerce wafted o'er the Main, 
They barbarous Climes enlighten as they run; 

Arts the rich Traffic of the Soul! 
May travel bus, from Pole to Pole, 
And gild the World with Learning's 5righterSun. 


Tin: 
Commerce gives Learning, Virtue, Gold 
Ply Commerce, then, ye Britons bold 

Inur'd to Winds and Seas! left Gods repent: 
The Gods that'thron'd you in the Wave, 

And as the Trident's Emblem, gave 
A Triple-Realm that awes the Continent : 
III. 
And awes with Wealth; for Wealth is Pow 'r: 
When Jove deſcends a golden Show'r, 

'Tis Navies, Armies, Empire, All in One. 

View, emulate, outſhine O/d Tyre ; 
In Scarlet rob d, With Gems on Fire, 


Her Merchants, Princes! every Deck, a Throne! 
IV. She 
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IV. 
She fat an Empreſs! awd the Flood! 
Her fable Column Ocen trod; © 
che call'd the Nations, and ſhe calld the Sas, 
By both obey'd : The Srian ings; 
„The Cyprian's Art her Viol Strings; 
Togarmagl's Steed along her Valley neighs, 
VL 
The Firr of Senir makes her Floor, 
And Baſban's Oak transform d her Oar ;/ | 
High Lebanon her Maft : Far Dedan warms - 
Her mantled Hoſt ; Arabia feeds; | 
Her Sail of Purple Egypt ſpreads ; | 
Arvad {ends Mariners; the Perfian, Arms. 
VI. 
The World's laſt Limit bounds her Fame: 
The Golden City was her Name 
Thoſe Stars on Earth, the Topaz, Onvx blaze 
Beneath her Foot ; Extent of Coaſt, 
And rich as Niles, let others boaſt ; 
Hers the fat nobler Harveft of the Seas. 
2 VII. O 


1 
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VII. 
O Merchant Land! as Eden fair! 
Antient of Empires! Nature's Care! 

The S. rength of Ocean! Head of Plenty's Siriogd? 
The Pride of Jes] In. Wars rever'd! © 
Mother of Craſti] lov'd 1 courted! fear'd! 

Pilot of Kingdoms and Support of Kings! 


| =... _- 
Great Mart of N ations! — But ſhe fell: 
Her pamper d Sons revolt! rebel! 
Againſt his favoùrite Iſle loud roars the Main! 
The Tempeſt howls! her ſculptur d Dome 
Soon, the Wolf's Refuge; Dragon's Home! 
The Land, one Altar ! A whole People, flair: ! 


IX. 
The deſtin'd Day puts on her Frown ; 
The fable Hour is coming down; 
She's on her March from yon Almighty Throne: 
The Sword and Storm are in her Hand; 


She trumpets ſhril her dread Command: 
| Darkbethe 5 of Earth, the Boaſt, unknown ] 


X. For, 


2 5 * r —— 
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N #7 
For, oh! her Sins as red as Blood, 
As Crimſon deep, outery the Flood; 
T he Queen'of Trade is bought, once wiſe and jaſt, 
' Now, venal is her Councils Tongue : 2 * 
How Riot, Violence and Wrong, 
Turn Gold to Droſs, her Bloſſom into Duſt? 
3 
To Things inglorious, far beneath 
Thoſe bigh- born Souls they proudly breathe, 
Her ſordid Noble finks! her Mighty bow 1” ; 
Is it for This the Groves around 
Return the Tabrer's ſprightly Sound? 
It is for This her great Ones toſs the Brow? |” 


XII. 

What burning Feuds twixt Brothers reign ? 
To Nuptials cold, how glows the Vein 
Confounding Kindred and miſleading Right? 

The Spurious lord it o'er the Land! 

Bold Blaſphemy dares make a Stand, 
Alhult the wy and brandiſh a/l her Might: 
XIII. Tyre's 


XIII. 


 Tre's Artizen, ſweet Oratur, 

Her Merchant, Sage, big Man of War, 
Her Fudge, her Prophet, nay. her boary Heads, 

Whoſe Brows with V dom ſhould be crown'd, 

Her very Prigſts in Guilt abound: 7 
Hence, the World's Cedar all her Honours ſheds 


XIV. 
What Death of Truth / what Thirſt of Gold? 
Chiefs warm in Peace, in Battel cold ? 
What Youth unletter 'd? Baſe ones lifted high? 
What public Boaſts? what private Views? 
What dgſert Temples? crouded Stews ? 
What Nomen? practis d but to rowl an Eye! 


V. 
l foul of Heart, her faireſt Dames 
Decline the Sun's intruding Beams, 

To mad the Midnight in their gloomy Haunts: 
Alas! There is, who ſecs them there; 
There is, who flatters not the Fair, 

When Cymbals tinckle, and the Virgin chaunts. 


XVI. HE 


Ter % 
XVI. 
H E ſces and thunders ! — Now, in vain? 
The courſer Paws and foams the Rein; 

And Chariots ſtream along the printed Soil: 

In vain, her high, preſumptuous Air 

In gorgeous Veſtments, rich and rare, 

Oer her proud Shoulder throws the poor Man's Toll. 

XVII. 
In Robes or Gems, her coſtly Starr 
Green, Scarlet, Azure, ſhine in vain! 

In vain! their golden Heads her Turrets rear; 
In vain! High-flavour'd, foreign Fruits 
Syderian Oils, and Lydian Lutes, 

Glide o er her Tongue, and melt upon her Ear. 

nil 
In vain! Wine flows in various Streams, 
With Helm and Spear each Pillar gleams; 
Damaſcus, vain | unfolds the gloſſy Store, 
The golden Wedge from Opbir's Coaſts, 
From Arab Incenſe vain, ſhe boaſts, 
8. Von are her Gods, and vainty Men adore. , 
: XIX. Bell 


Ns 


Or Pilot learnd ! ſhe ſinks, nor finks alone, :; 
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Bell falls ! The mighty Nebo bends! 
The Nations hiſs! her Glory ends! 
To Ship, her Confidence! ſhe flies from Foes; 
Foes meet her there The Wind, the Wave, 
That once Aid, Strength and Grandeur gave, 


Flunge her in Seas from which her Glory roſe. 


XX. 
Her Ivory Deck, embreider'd Sail, 
And Maſt of Cedar nought avail, 
i 
Her Gods ſink with her! To the Sky, 
Which never more ſhall meet her Eye, 


She ſends her Soul out in one dreadful Groan. 


„III. 
What tho ſo vaſt her Naval Might, 
In Her firſt dawn'd the Britiſb Right ? 


*All Flags abas d her See-Dominion greet: 


What tho' ſhe longer warr'd than Troy ? 
At length her Foes that e deſtroy 


Whoſe Conqueſt lail'd as far as ſail'd her Fleet. 


2 XXII. The 
Q Curtius. 


* 
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The Kings pe cloath'd in Purple, ſhake © 

Their awful Brows : O foul Miſtake ! 
« O fatal Pride! (they cry) This, This is She; 

„Who fad With my own Art and Arm, 

<« Inthe World's Wealth I wrap me warm! 
And ſwell d at Heart vain Empreſs of the Sea 

XXIII. 

& This, This is ſhe, who meanly ſoar'd: 

«© Alas! how low to be ad d, 
* And ſtile herſelf a God? --- Thro' ſtormy Wars 

« This Eagle-Iſie her Thunder bore, 

ec High-fed her Young with human Gore; 
* And would have built her Neſt among the Stars. 

XXIV. 

But, ah, frail Man! how impotent 

« To ſtand Heaven's Vengeance or prevent ? 
te To turn aſide the great Creator's Aim? _ 

« Shall Hand- Kings with Him contend, 

© Who makes the Poles beneath him bend ? 
And ſhall drink up the Sea herſelf with Flame! 
F XXV. © Barth, 
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ce Barth, Etber, Empyreum bow, 

& When from the brazen Mountain's Brow 
„The God of Battels takes his mighty Bow: 
4 Of Wrath prepares to pour the Flood, 

ee. Puts on his Veſture dipt in Blood, 

e And marches out to ſcourge the World below. 


XXVI. 
« Ah! witiched Ve, once call'd the Great 
« Ah, wretched Ie, and wile too late! 
The Vengeance of Jebovab is gone out: 
« Thy Laxury, Corruption, Pride, 
And Freedom loſt, the Realms deride, 
Ador d thee landing, o'er thy Ruins ſhout : 
XXVII. 
« To ſcourge with War, or Peace beſtow, 
1 Mas thine, O Fallen! Fallen low ! 
* 7 dos thine, of jarring Thrones to {till Debates: 
„How art thou fallen, down, down, down? 
Wide Waft, and Night, and Horrow frown, 


1 Where Empire flam'd in Gold, and ballanc'd States. 
STRAIN 
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Hence learn, as Hearts are foul or pure, 


Our Fortunes wither or endure : 
Nations may thrive or periſh by the Wave. 
What Storms from Fove's unwilling frown, 
A People's Crimes ſollicit down ? 
Ocean's the Womb of Riches and the Crave. 
II. 
This Truth, O Britain! ponder well; 
Virtues ſhould riſe, as Fortunes ſwell : 
What is large Property? — The Sign of Good, 
Of Worth ſuperior : If tis 4%, M 
Another's Treaſure we poſſeſs, 
And charge the * with Favours n bew d. 
UI. 
This Council ſuits Britannia's Iſle 
High- fluſnt with Wealth and Freedom's Smile: 
To Vaſſals priſon d in the Continent, 
Who ſtarve, at Home, on meager Toil, 
And ſuck to Death their Mother-Soil, 


Twere uſcleſs Caution, and a Truth miſ-ſpent. 
2 IV. Fell 
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Fell Tyrants ſtrike beyond the Bone, 
And wound the Soul; bow Genius down, 
Lay Virtue waſte ! for Worth or Arts who ſtrain, 
To throw them at a Monfter's Foot? 
Tis Property ſupports Purſuit : 
Freedom gives Eloquence ; and Freedom, Gain, 


3 A 


She pours the Thought, and forms the Style, 
She makes the Blood and Spirits boil; 
I feel her now ! and rouſe, and riſe, and raye 

In Theban Song : O Muſe not Mine, 

Verſe is gay Freedom's Gift divine: 

The Man that can think greatly is no Slave. 


VI. 
Others may traffic if they pleaſe ; 
Britain, fair Daughter of the Seas, 
Is born for Trade, to plough her Field the Wave; 
And reap the Growth of every Coaſt: 
A Speck of Land, but let her boaſt, 


Gods gave the World, when they the Waters gave, 
VII. Britain! [ 


* el 
Britain ! behold the World's wide Face ; 
"an cover'd Half with id Space, 
Three Parts are fuid; Empire of the Sea! 


And why ? for Commerce. Ocean Streams 


* 


* 


For that, thro” all his various Names : 
And if for Commerce,” Ocean flows for Thee. 
. un, 
Britain, like ſome great Potentate 
Of Eaſtern Clime, retires in State, 
Shuts out the Nations! would aPrince draw nigh? 
He paſſes her ſtrong Guards the Waves, 
Of Servant Winds Admiſſion craves, 
Her Empire has no Neighbour but the Sky. 
IX. 
There are her Friends; ſoft Zephi r there, 
Keen Eurus, Notus never fair, 
e; Rough Boreas burſting from the Pole: All urge, 
And urge for her their various Toil, 
The Caſpian, the broad Baltick boil, 
And into Life the dead Paciſe Scourge. 
in! Ei SY | X. There 
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There are her Friends, a marſhall d Train: 
Golden Hoſt! and azure Plain! 
Buy Turns do duty, and by Turns retreat: 
They may retreat, but not from Her; 

The Star that quits his Hemiſphere 

Muſt quit the Skies to want a Britiſh Fleet, 
_: 

| Hyad, for her, leans o'er her Urn; 

For Her, Orion's Glories burn 

The Pleiads' Gleam, For Britons ſet and riſe 
| The fairfac'd Sons of Mazaroth, 

Near the deep Chambers of the South, 
The raging Dog that fires the Midnight Skies. 

._ 

: Theſe Nations Newton made his own ; 

All intimate with Him alone. 
His mighty Soul did, like a Giant, run 
To the laſt Volume's cling Star; 
Decypher'd every Character: 4 


His Reaſon 1 pour'd new Light upon the ws 
| XIII. Let 


* 
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Let the proud Brothers of the Land, 
Smile at our Rock and barren Strand, 
Not fuch the Sea: Let Fobe's antient Line 

Vaſt Tracts, and ample Beings vaunt ; 
The Camel low, ſmall Elephant; 
O Britain { the Leviathan is Thine. 


XIV. 
Leviathan ! whom Nature's Strife 
Brought forth her largeſt Piece of Life, 
He ſleeps an Ifle! his Sports the Billow warm! 
Dreadful Leviathan ! thy Spout 
Invades the Skies F the Stars are out: 


He drinks a River, and ejects a Storm. 


XV. 
The Atlantic Surge around our Shore, 
German and Caledonian roar x 
Their mighty Genzz hold us in their Lap. — R 
Hear Egbert, Edgar, Eibelred; 
« The Seas are ours. The Monarchs faid-- 


The Floods their Hands, their Hands the Nations, clap. 
F 4 XVI. Whence 
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XVI. 

Whence is a Rival, then to riſe ? 

Can he be found beneath the Skies? 
No, there they dwell that can give Britain Fear: 
The Powers of Earth, by rival Aim ; 
Her Grandeur but the more proclaim ; 
And prove cheir Diſtance moſt as they draw near. 


Xyn. 
Proud Venice ſits amid the Wayes; 


Her Foot ambitious Ocean laves : 
Arts nobleſt Boaſt ! but O what wonderous Odds 
_ "T'wixt Venice and Britannia Ile? 1 
Twixt mortal and immortal Toil? 
Britannia is a V. enjee built by Gods, 


XVIII. 

Let Holland triumph o'er her Foes, 
But not o'er Friends by whom the roſe ; 
The Child of Britain! and ſhall She contend ? 

It were no leſs than Parricide! "—— 
What Wonders riſe from out * Tide? 
Her high and mighty to the Rudder bend. 


XIX. And 
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And are there chen of lofty Brow, 
Who think Trade mean, and ſcorn to bow 
80 far beneath the State of foble Birth? 
Alas! theſe Chiefs but little know, 
Commerce how hi gb, themſelves how low; 
The Sons of Nobles are the Sons of Earth. 


XX | 
And what have Earth's mean Sons to do, 
But reap her Fruits, and warm purſue 
The World's chief Good, not glut on others Toil? 
High Commerce from the Gods came down, 
With Compaſs, Chart, and Starry Crown 
Their Delegate to make the Nations ſmile, 


_ 

Bluſb, and behold the Ruſſian bow, 
From forty Crowds, his mighty Brow 
To Trade---to Toil he turns his glorious Ma ; 
That Arm which ſwept the bloody Field, 

See: the Huge Ax or Hammer, weild ; 
While Scepters wait, and 7 Drones 1 impatient ſtand. 


- | XXII. O 
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XXII. 
0 Shame to Subjects! firſt Renown, 4 
Matchlek Example tothe Crown! / 
Old Timeis poor : What Age boaſts ſuch a Sight? 
Ye Drones ! adore the Man divine — 
No; Virtue ſtill as mean decline, 


Call Ruſſians barbarous, and yourſclves polite TM 
XXIII. 
He too of Fudah, great as wiſe, 
With Hiram ftrove in Merchandize ; 
Monarchs with Monarchs ſtruggle for an Oar ! 
* That Merchant ſinking to his Grave, 
A Flood of Treaſure ſwells the Cave; 
The King et much, the Merchant bury'd more. 


XXIV. 
Ts Merchant an inglorious Name ? 
No ; fit for Pindar ſuch a Theme, 
3M Too great for Me; I pant beneath the weight ! 
| If loud, as Ocean's were my Voice, 
Tf Words and Thoughts to court my Choice 


Vut- number d Sands, could not reach its Height. 
XXV. Merchants 


* Vaſt Treaf ure taken from S/ Tomb 1300 Years after his 
Death ; 3000 Talents at one Time; and an immenle Sum the next. 
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Merchants o'er proudeſt Heroes reign ; 
Thoſe Trade in Bling, Theſe in Pain, 
At Slaughter ſwell, and ſhout, while Nations groan : 
With purple Mpnarchs, Merchants vie; 
If great to ſpend, What, to ſuppiy? 
Prigſts pray tor Bleſſings, Merchants pour em down. 
XXVI. 

King's Merchants are in League, and Love; 4 
Earth's Odours pay ſoft Airs above, * 
That o'er the teeming Field prolific range ; 
Planets are Merchants, take, return 
Luſtre and Heat ; by Traffic burn ; 
The whole Creation is one vaſt Exchange. 


XXVII. 

1s Merchant an inglorious Name? 

What ſays the Sons of lerter d Fame, 
Proud of their Volumes, ſwelling in their alu: 

In open Life, in Change of Scene, 

Mid various Manners, Throngs of Men, 
Experience, Arts, and folid Wiſdom dwells. 

Fs XX VIII. Trade 
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Trade Art's Mechanic, Nature s Stores 
Well-weighs to Starry Science ſoars: 

Reads warm in Life, (dead- colour'd by the Per) 
The Sites, Tongues, Intereſts of the Ball bor; 6 
Who ſtudies Trade, he ſtudies All; 

| Accompliſh'd Merchants are accompliſh'd "vi 

S TRAIN IV, 
4 XL 
How ſhall I farther rouſe the Soul ? 
Hobel s la ſcivious Reign controul 

By Verſe with "unextinguiſh'd Ardour wrought F 4 
How every Breaſt inflame with mine? 
How bid my Theme ſtill brighter ſhine, 

With Wealthof Words, and unexhauſted Thought | 
by Bara II. . 
O Thon Plas Swan on high, 
Round whom familiar Thunders fly ! © 
While Jove attends a Language like his own : 
Thy Spirit pour, like vernal Show'rs, + 
My Verſe ſhall burſt out with the Flow'rs, 


While beben s Trade advances with her Son. 
1 III. Tho 


n 93 
W 

Tho Britain was not born to fear, 

Graſp not at bloody Fame from War ; 


Nor War decline, if T hrones your Right invade 3 


 Fove gathers Tempeſt black as Night Þ 
Fove pours the golden Flood of Light; 
Let Britain Thunder, or let Britain Trade. 
IV. 
Britain, a Comet or a Star, 
In Commerce this or that in War ar, 
Let Britons ſhout! Farth, Seas and Skies reſoung! 
' Commerce to kindle, raiſe, preſerve, - 
And Spirit dart thro every Nerve, 
Hear from the Throne a Voice thro? Time renown'd. 
5M 
So fall from Heaven the vernal Show'rs, 
. "BY chear the Glebe and wake the Flow'rs ; 
The Bloom call'd forth ſee azure Skies diſplay'd; 
The Bird of Voice is proud to ſing, 
Induſtrious Bees ply every Wing, 


Diſtend their Cells, and urge their golden Trade. 
VI. 
* The King's Speech. 


9% N. MERCHANT. 


„ VI. | 
Trade once extinguiſh'd, Britain's Sun 
7 _ gone out too - his Race is run; 
Hs gines in Vain! Her Iſle's an Iſle indeed, 
A Spot too ſmall to be o'ercome ; 
Ah dreadful Safety ! wretched Doom! 


No Foe will conquer, what no Foe can feed. 


MEL... 

Trades the Source, Sinew, Soul of All; 
Trade's All herſelf; Hers, hers, the Ball ; 
Where moſt unſeen, the Goddeſs (till is There; 

Trade leads the Dance, Trade lights the Blaze, 
The Courtier's Pomp! the Student's Eaſe ! 
Twas Trade at Blenheim fought and cloſ'd the War, 

mg. 1 

What, Rome, and all her Gods defies ? 

The Punic Oar. Behold it riſe 
And battel for the World! Trade gave the Call; 

Rich Cordials from his naval Art 

Sent the ſtrong Spirits to his Heart, 
That bid an Afric Merchant grafp the Ball. 
IX. Where 


/ 
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Where is on Earth, Jebovabs Home? 

Trade mark'd the Soil, and built the Dome, 
In which his Majeſty fe deign'd to dwell ; 
The Walls with Silver Sheets oferlaid, 

Rich as the Sun, thro Gold unweighd, | 
Bent the moon'd Arch,and bid theColumn ſwell. 

Grandeur unknown to Solomon 

Methiaks the labouring Earth ſhould groan 
Beneath yon Load: Created ſure, not made? 


Servant, and Rival of the Skies! 
Heaven's Arch alone can higher riſe : 
What Handimmortalrais'd thee? — humbleTrade. 
——_ 
Where had'ſt Thou been? If left at large, 
Thoſe ſinewy Arms that tug d the Barge, 
Had caught at Pleaſure on the flow'ry Green? 
If they that watch'd the Midnight Star, 
Had ſwung behind the rowling Car, 
Or fil git with Diſgrace, where had'ſt thou been? 
XII. As 


* St. Pas /s, built by the Coal Tax. 
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As by Repletion Men conſume, 

Abundance i is the Miſer's Doom; 


8 Expend it zobly ; he that lets it ruſt 


Which, paſſing numerous Hands, would bine; 
Is not a Man, but living Mine, 


Foe to the Gods, and Rival to the Duſt. 


XIII. 
Trade barbarous Lands can poliſh fair; 
Make Earth well worth the wiſe Man's Care; 
Call forth her Foreſts, charm them into Fleets; 
Can make one Howſe of human Race; 
Can bid the diſtant Poles embrace; | 
Hers, every Sun ;- and India, India meets. 


XIV. 
Trade Monarchs Crowns, and Arts imports, 
What Bounty feeds with Laurel Courts; 
Trade, gives fair Virtue fairer ſtill to ſhine ; 
Enacts thoſe Guards of Gain, the Laws ; 


Exalts even Freedom's glorious Cauſe : — 


Ve warn d by Oe O make Religion Thine. 
XV. You 


rn > 0 
— 
Nu lend each other mutual Aid: 
Way is Heaven's Smile in Wealth convey 4d? 
Not to place Vice, but Virtues in our Pow'r : 
Pleaſure declin'd is Luxury i 
Boundleſs'in Time and in Degree: 
Pleaſure enjoy d, the Tumult of an Hour. 


XVI. | 
Falſe Joy's a diſcompoſing Thing, 
That jars on Nature's trembling String, 
Tempeſts the Spirits and untunes the Frame: 
True Joy the Sunſhine of the Soul, 
A bright Serene that calms the Whole; 
Which They ne er knew, whomother Joys inflame 


XVII. 

Merchant! Religion is the Care 

To grow as rich—as Angels are; 
To know yãalſe Coin from true; to ſweep the Main. 

The mighty Stake ſecure, beyond 

The ſtrongeſt Tie of Field or Fund: 
Commerce gives Gold, Religion makes it Gain. 

8 XVIII. Join 
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Join then Religion to thy Store. 
Or India's Mines will make thee por? 
Greater than Ye ! O bear 4 nobler Mind 
Sea - ſovereign Me Proud Mar deeline. 
Trade patronize! What Glory Thine, 
. Ardent to big, who could'ſt ſubdue Mankind? 


XIX. 
Rich Commerce ply with Warmth divine 
By Day, by Night; the Stars are Thine, 
Weax out the Stats in Trade l Eternal run 
From Age to Age, the noble Glow, 
A Rage to gain, and to beſtowo, 
While Ages laſt! In Trage burn out the Sun! ! 


Xx. 
Trade, Britain's All, our Sires ſent down 
With Toil, Blood, Treaſure, Ages won; 
This, Edgar great bequeath'd; this, Eduard bold: 
Let Forbifhers, let Raleghs fire! | 
* O let Columbus Shade inſpire! 4 
New Worlds diſcloſe, with Drake ſurround an Old. 
of. 135 XXI. Co- 


* Born in Erg/and- 


$ - 
2 mbut | ſears inferior Fame 
For Thee to And, than PIE to 1 
be Tl hat Wer n of Gala and Genn! i her wide de Domain) 
An Univerſe her Rivers, Seas ! W 


Her Fruits, both Men and Gods t to Ty 
Heavens faireſt Birth! an& but for thee in vain (, 
Worlds fill unknown deep Shadows wrap; 


Call Woriders forth from Nature's Lap; 3 
New Glory pbur on her eternal Site: 

O noble Search O goribus Care! "a 

Are you not Britons ? "Why deſpair? © . 
New Worlds are due to ſuch'a godlike! Fire. 


— 


XXIII. 
Swear by the great EL1zA' s Soul, 


That 7. rade as long as Waters roll — 
Ah! no; the Gods chaſtiſe my raſh Decree : : 


By great EI 12 A do not ſwear; 


For Thee, O GroRce ! the Gods declare, 


And thou for them late Time ſhall ſwear by Thee. 
* XXIV. Truth 


ii. Deſcriptions of America. 
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wax XXIV. 

Truth bright as Stars, with Thee prevails ; 
Full be thy Fame, as ſwelling Sails, 
Conſtant, as Tides, thy Mind; as Moſts, . 

. Thy Fuſtice an unerring Helm . 

To ſteer Britannia s fickle 1 


Thy numerous Race, {ure Anchor ** ber state? 
S TRAIN v. 


Britamid $ State what Bonds * ? 
(of riſing Thought O golden Mine!) | 
Mountains, Alps, Streams, Gulphs, Oceans ſet no Bound; 
She allies, ill ſhe ſtrikes the Star; 
Expanding wide, and launching far 


As Wind can fly, or rolling Wave reſound. 


II. | 
Small Ile! for Cæſars, for the Son. 
Of ove, who burſt from Macedon, | 
For gorgeous Eafterns blazing o'er Mankind, 
Then, when they call'd the World their own, 
Not equal Fame from Fable ſhone : 


They role to Gods, in Half thy Sphere 1. 
III. Here 


ff "A" 0 5 x © ' "6 
N. De 
Here, no Demand for Fancy Wing ; Bu 
Plain Truths Illuſtrious; As I fing, 
o hear yon ſpangled Harp repeat my Lay 
Yon Starry Lyre has caught the Sound, 
And ſpreads it to the Planets round, 
Who beſt can tell where ends Britannia's Sway, 
| . 
The Skies, (fair printed Page! ) unfold 
The naval Fame of Heroes old ; 


As in a Mirror ſhew the adventurous Throng : 
The Deeds of Greci an Mariners 


Are read by Gods, are writ in Stars, 
And noble V erſe that ſhall endure as long. 


| V. 
The Skies are Records of the Main, 
Thence, Argo liſtens to my Strain; 
Chiron, for Song renown'd, his noble Rage 
For naval Fame, and Song renews, | 
As Britain's Fame he hears and views; 


Chiron, the Shovel of a former Age. 
e 5 G 3 VI. The 


r 
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181 
VI. 
The bake (for! late 1 ſong his Pra) 


Pours grateful Luſtre on my Lays; 
How ſmiles® Arion 8 Friend with ere Beams? 


Eridanus would flatter too, 


But Jealouſies his Smiles ſubdue; ö a | 
He ſears a Britiſh Rival i in uo e. * 


VII. 


TT 


In Pride the Lion lifts his Mane, 
To ſee his Britiſh Brothers reign | 


Sa ww, % 


As Stars below: the Balance „George! from thine, 
Þ Which weighs the Nations, learns to weigh 
More accurate the Night and Day; 


From thy fair Daughters Firgolearns to ſhine, 


VIII. 
Of Britain's Court, ye leſſer Lights! 
How could the Wiſeman gaze whole Nights, 
On Richmond s Eye or Berenices Hair? b 
But, Oh! you practiſe ſhameful Arts; 
Your own retain, ſeize other's Hearts, 
# YT {thy not Merchants, are the "Oy Fair. 


7X00 *. 
»The Dolphin. 


.T Via OP BO JG de 
We 
This Truth I ſwear by Cinthia's Beam, 
Pale Queen! be fuf#'d at Britain's Fame 
And rolling, tell the Nations, o'er the Main 
© Te ſhare her Empire is thy Pride.“ 
H x, mighty Power! who curbs the Tide, 
Uncurbs,extends, throws wideBritanma'sReign. 
; What is the Main? Ye Kings renown'd! 
Britamia's Centre, and your Bound: 
Auſtri an |! where-cer Leviathan can roll, 
Is Britain's Home! And Britain's Mine, 
Where-c'er the ripening Sun can ſhine! 
Parts are for Emperors ; for ber the Whole. 
XI. 


Why, Auſtrian ! wilt thou hover till 
On doubtful Wing, and want the Skill 


To ſee tby Welfare in the World's? Too late 
Another Churchill Thou may'ſt figd, 

- Another Churchill not ſo kind, 

And other Blenbeims big with other Fate. 

2 64 XII. Il 
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1 
Ill Thou remember ſt, ill do ſt own, 
Who reſcu'd an ungrateful Throne; 
III Thou conſider'ſt, that the Kind are brave; 
_ Ill do'ſt Thou weigh, that in Times Womb 
A Day may lep a Day of Doom, 
As great to ruin as was that to ſave. 
OS XII. 

How would ſt thou ſmile to hear my Strain, 
Whoſe boaſted Inſpiration's vain? 
Yet what if my Prediction ſhould prove true? 

Know ſt Thou the fatal Pair, who mine 
O' er Britain's trading Empire? Thine | 
As one rejected, What, if one ſubdue ? 
XIV. 
* What naval Scene adorns the Seat 
Of awful Britain's high Debate, 
Inſpires her Councils, and records her Pow'r * 
The Nations know, in glowing Balls 
On ſinking Thrones the Tempeſt falls, | 
When her auguſt, aſſembled Senates low'r. 


. 


n. Spaniſh Armada in the Houſe of Lords. 


— 


XV. o 


een 207 
| XV. 
O Language fit for Thoughts ſo bold } - 
Would Britain have her Anger told ? 

Ah! never let a meaner Language ſound, 
Then That which proſtrates human Souls, 
Thro' Heaven's dark Vault impetuous rolls, 

And Nature rocks when angry Jove has frown'd, 


XVI 
Not Realms unbounded, not a Flood 


Of Natives, not Expence of Blood, 

Or Reach of Counſel gives the World a Lord: 
Trade calls Him forth, and ſets him high, 
As mortal Man o'er Men can fly : 

Trade leaves poor Gleanings to the keeneſt Sword. 


XVII. 
. Nay, Hers the Sword | for Fleets have Wings; 
Like Lightning fly to diſtant Kings; | 
Like Gods deſcend at once on trembling States: 
Is War proclaim'd ? Our Wars are hurl'd 
To fartheſt Confines of the World, 
Surprize your Ports, and 7 bunde- at your Gates. 
I XVIII. The 


7 
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XVII. 
The King of Tempeſts, olas, 
Sends forth his pinion d een, 
On rapid Errands As they fly they roar, = 
And carry ſable Cloud, and fweep . 
The Land, the Deſert, and the Deep! | 
Eartb ſhakes! proud Citiesfall! and Thrones adore} = 
XIX. 
The Fools of Nature ever ftrike 
On bare Outſides; and loath or like 
As: Glitter bids; in endleſs Error vie ; 
Admire the Purple and the Crown : 
Of human Welfare and Renown, 
Trade's the big Heart; bright Empire, but their Eye. 
C+ ©,61 
Whence Tartar Grand? or Mogul Great? — 
Trad: guilt their Titles, power'd' their State ; 
While 4fric's black, laſcivious, flothful Breed, b 
To claſp their Ruin, fly from Tal; 
That meaneft Product on their Soil, 
Their 9 72 ell: One Half o on rocker feed. 


XXI. Of 
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Of Nature's Wealth fi Commerce rent, 
Afric 8 glaring Monument: 
Mid Citron Foreſts and Pomgranate Groves 
(Curs'd 1 in a Paradiſe 1) ſhe pines; 
Ofer generous Glebe, Oer golden Mines 
Her beggar d, famiſh'd, Tradeleſs Native roves: | 


XXII. 
Not ſo Thine, China blooming- wide 
Thy numerous Fleet might bridge the Tide J 
Thy Products would exhauſt both Ind:a's Mines: 
Shut be. that Gate of Trade Or Woe 
To Britain's! Europe twill o er flow. 
Ungrateful Song! * her Growth iaſpires thy Lines. 


XXIII. 
Britain! to Thebs, and ſuch as Theſe, 
The River broad, and foaming Seas 
Which ever Lands to Mortals 4% renowy d, 
Devoid of naval Skill or Might; 
Thoſe ſever'd Parts of Earth unite : 
Trades the full * that ſends their Vigour round. 
XXIV. Could 
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Could, O! could one engroffing Hand 
The various Streams of Trade command, 


That, like the Sun, would gaſing Nations awe z 


That awful Pow'r the World would brave, 
Bold War J and Empire proud, his Slave 8 


Mankind his Subjects; and his Vill their Law. 


„ "= 
Haſt thou look'd round the ſpacious Earth? 
From Commerce, Grandeur's humble Birth : 


To Groxo from Noah, Empires living, dead, 


'Their Pride, their Shame, their Riſe, their Fall, 
Time's whole plain Chronicle is all 


One bright Encomium, undeſign'd on Trade: 


XXVI. 
Trade ſprings from Peace, and Wealth from Trade, 
And Pow'r from Wealth; of Pow'r is made 


The God on Eatth: hailthen the Dove of Peace 


Whoſe Olive ſpeaks the raging Flood 
Of War repreſs d: What's Loſs of Blood? 


War is the Death of Commerce and Encreaſe. 
XXVII. Then 


44. 0D Ry yog 
 XXVIL 
"Then periſh War— Deteſted War! 
| Shalt Thou make Gods? Light Cæſars Star? 
What calls Man Fool ſo loud as This has done, 
From Nymrod 8 down to Bourbon 8 Line? — 


Why not adore too as Divine, 
Wide-waſting Storms before the genial Sun ? 


XXVIIL 
Peace is the Merchant's Summer clear! 
His Harveſt ! Harveſt round the Year! / 

For Peace with Laurel every Maf? be n 
Each Deck carouſe, each Flag ſtream out, 
Each Cannon ſound, each Sailor ſhout ! 

For Peace let every ſacred Ship be crown'd 1 


XXIX. 
Sacred are Ships, of Birth Divine 
An Angel drew the firſt Defign ; 
With which the® Patriarch Nature's Ruins bray'd: 
Two Worlds abroad, an old and new, 


He ſafe o'er foaming Billows flew : 


The Gods nade human Race, a Pilot ſel 
XXX. How 


* Moab. 


mo Th MERCHANT. 
BY -» 
How ated 1 too the Merchant 8 Nane . 
When Britain blazd metidian Fame, 
Bright 33 the 11 but brighter tate gave La law * 
Merchants in Aan Courts rever d: 
Where prouder Stateſmen ne er appear d, 
Merchinns Ambaſſadors and Throne in Awe! © 
XXXI. 
Tis Theirs to know the Tide, thie Times ; | 
The March of Stars, the Births of Climes ; 
Sanmmer and Wintertheirs ; theirs Lund and Sed, 
Theits ars the Seaſons, Months and Years ;\ 
And each/ different Garland wears : = | 
O that my Song could add Eternity ! 


XXXII. 
Praiſe is the ſacred Oil that feeds 1 2. 
The burning Lamp of God. like Deeds; 3 
Immortal Glory pays illuſtrious Cares: 
Whither. ye Britons / are you bound! 
O noble Voyage! glorious Round! 
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Launch from the 7 wo and end among the Stars... 


Ch XXXIII. [f 
ts: * 15 *. Elizabeth's Reign.. 


rene wy 
XXXIII. | 

If to my Subje& roſe my Su,, 

Your Fame ſhould laſt, while e 1 

When other Worlds in eee e 
As we the Greeks of mighty Nattie; | 
May They Bri; tannids Fleet Nüluns- 

Look up, and read her Story i in che Skies 


XXXIV. 
Ye Syrens ! ſing, ye Tritons ! blow. 


Ye Neirides ! dance, ye Billows 17 flow, 1 
Roll tõ my Meaſures, O ye Starry Throng i! 

Ye 7 inds / in Concert breathe around; 

ve Navies\ / to the Concert bound, 


Fes Pole to Pole | To Britain All belong. 
MORAL 
E 

Britain ! thus bleſs d, thy Bleſſing know; 

Or Bi in-vain | the Gods beſtow ; | 
Its End fulfil, Means cheriſh, Squrce adore: 2 
Vain Swellings of. thy Soul repreſs ; 
They moſt may loſe who moſt poſſeſs ; 


Then let Bliſs awe, and tremble-at thy Store. 


II. Nor 


It is Sir Jſaac Newton's Opinion, that the principal Conttel. 


lations took their Names from the Argonants, to perpetuate that 
great — * 


— 


as T- MERCHANT. 
Nor be too fond of Life ar bet, © * 
Her cbearſul, not enamour'd Gueſt : 
Let Thought fly forward; will gay Proſpects giveF 
e immortal | That deride | 
A Tyrian Wealth, a Perfian Pride, | 
And make! it perfect Fortitude to live. oa, * 


: 
* 


0 for Eternity ! —_— 

To fair Adventurors ſerene! 1 805 4 
QT 82 that Sea to 54 in pure Renown f 

7 raffic with Gods! What Tranſports roll! 7 

What boundleſs Import to the Soul? 


The poor Man's 3 Empire and theSubjec Crown! 


IV. 
Adore the Gods, and plou gh the Seas : 


Theſe be thy Arts, O Britain! Theſe. 
Loet ofhers pant for an immenſe Command; 
Leet others breathe War's fiery God ; 
The proudeſt Victor fears thy Nod, 
Long as the 7 — fills thy glorious Hand. 


V. Glorious - 
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"7 V. 6 
Glorious, while Heaven - born Freedom laſts; 
Which Trade's { oft /purious Daughter blaſts; 
For what is Tyranny? A monſtrous Birth 
From Luxury, by Bribes careſs d, 
By glowing Power in Shades compreſe'd; 
Which/aks around, and chains the groaning Earth, 
1 2 O S E. 


I. 8 
Thee Trade! I firſt, who boaſt no Store, 


1/ho owe Thee nought, thus ſnatch from Shore, 
The Shore of Proſe where Thou haſt fumber'd long ; 
And fend thy Flag triumphant dun 
The Tide of Time to fure Renown ; 
O bleſs my Country ! and thou payſt my Song. | 
II. 
Thou art the Britons noble ft T heme, 
Why, then, unſung ? My ſimple Aim 
To arefs plain Senſe, and fre the generous Blood, 


Not ſport Imaginations Varn ; 


But liſ with yon & etherial Train, 


The ſhining Muſe to We the public Good. 
I. * of 


Type —— 
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III. 
* Of ancient Art, and ancient Praiſe, 
The Springs are open d in my Lays : ; 
Olympic Heroes Ghoſts around me throng, 
And think their Glory ſung anew ; 
4 Jul Chiefs of equal Fame they view; 
4 N or * 70 Britons bold their Theban Song. 
IV. 
Not Pindar's Theme with mine compares, 
A, far furpaſt as uſeful Cares 
| ie Diverfion light, and Glory vain: 
T, he Wreath phantaſtic, ſhouting Throng, 
And panting Steed to Him belong, 
| The Charioteer's, not Empire's golden Rein. 
Nor Chandos J Thou the Muſe deſpiſe 
That would to glowing tna riſe, 
| (Such Pindar's Breaſt) thou Theron of our Time! 
Seldom to Man the Gods impart 
A Pindar s Head or Theron's Heart; 


In Life or Song, how rare the trueSublime ? 
VI. None 


T ibi revantique Laudis, & Artis 
8 Ingredior ſanCtos auſus recludere fonte ; 
Alcræumque cano Romana per *ppida carmen, Pirgs 


* 8 , 45 71 4 
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VL: 
None, Britiſh- born, will fiere diſdain; - 
This new; bold, moral, Patriot Strain, 
Tho' not 2vith Genius, with ſome Virtae croum d; 
(How vain the Maſe?) the Lay may laſt, 
Thus twin'd around the Britiſh Mat, 
The Britiſh Maſt with nobler Laurel bound! 
Weak Ivy curls round naval Oak, 
And ſmiles at Wind and Storm unbroke 
By Strength not hers ſublime : Thus, proud to ſoar, 
To Britain's Grandeur cleaves my Strain ; 
And lives and ecchos thro' the Plain, 
While cer the Billow Britain's Thunders roars 
„ | 
Be dumb ye groveling Sons of Verſe, 
Who ſing not Actions, but rehearſe, 
And fool the Muſe with impotent Defire ; 
Ye Sacrilegious I who preſu me, 


To tarniſh Britain's naval Bloom, 


Sing Britain's Fame, with all her Hero's Fire. 
5 CHORUS. 


as WMERCHANT. 
8 C HO RUS. 
Le Sreni i ſing, ye Titons / blow, 
Jie Neiridet! dance, ye Billows ! flow, 
Boll ta my Megſures, O ye Starry Throng 
Je ind l in Concert breathe around; 
Te Navies to the Concert bound 
PFrdm Pole to Pole; to Britain All belong; 
Britain to Heaven; from Heaven deſcends my Song. 
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EPISTLE I 


1 0 


Mx POPE. 


Hilſt you at Twick'nam plan the future Wood, 
Or turn the Volumes of the Wiſe and Good, 
Our Senate meets; at Parties, Parties bawl, 
And Pamphlets ſtun the Streets, and load the Stall, 
So ruſhing Tides bring Things obſcene to Light, 
Foul Wrecks emerge, and dead Dogs ſwim in Sight: 
The civil Torrent foams, the Tumult reigns; 

And Codrus Proſe Works up, and Lico's Strains. 
Lo! what from Cellers riſe, what ruſh from High, 
Where Speculation rooſted near the Sky ; | 
Letters, Eſſays, Sock, Buſkin, Satyr, Song, 
And all the Garret tunders on the Throng ! 


O Pope! I burſt, nor can, nor will refrain, 
I'll write, let others in their Turn complain : 
H 4 Truce 


* 


5 * 76 7 K = \&* 


Tru ruce, truce ye Vandals „ my i Ear 
Leſs dreads a Pillory than Pamphleteer ; 
I've heard myſelf to Death: And plagu'd each Hour, 
Shan't I return the Vengeance in my Pow'r? 
For who can write the true Abſurd like me; | 

Thy Pardon Codrus! who I mean but Thee? ? 


* 


9 "Pope! if like mine or Codrus were thy Style, 
1 The Blood of Vipers had not ſtain'd thy File; 
4 Merit leſs ſolid, leſs Deſpite had bred, 
They | had not Bit, and then they had not Hed, 
"Fame is a public Miſtreſs, none enjoys, 
But more or leſs his Rival's 3 
With Fame in juſt Proportion Envy grows, 
The Man that makes a Character, makes Foes; 
Slight, peeviſh Inſects round a Genius riſe, 
As a bright Day awakes the World of Flies; 
With hearty Malice, but with ſeeble Wing, 
(To ſhew they live) they flutter and they {ting 1 
But as by Depredations Whaſps proclaim 
The faireſt Fruit, fo theſe the faireſt AS 
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Shall we not cenſure all the motly Train, 
Whether with Ale irriguous, or Champaign ? 
Whether they-tread the Vale of Proſ& or climb, 
And whet their Appetites on Cliffs of Rhyme z © © 
The College Sloven, or embroider'd Spark, 
The purple Prelate, or the Pariſh-Clerk, © 
The quiet Quidnunc, or demanding Prig, 
The plaintiff Tory, or defendant Whig ; 
Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay or fad. 
Whether extremely witty, or quite mad 
Profoundly dull, or ſhallowly polite ; 
Men that read well, or Men that only write : 
Whether Peers, Porters, Taylors, tune their Reeds, 
And meaſuring Words to meaſuring Shapes ſucceeds ; 
For Bankrupts write, when ruin'd Shops are ſhut, | 
As Maggots crawl from out a periſh'd Nutt. 
His Hammer This, and that his Trowel quis, 
And wanting Senſe for Tradeſmen, ſerve for Wiss. 
By thriving Men ſubſiſts each other Trade, 
Of every broken Craft a Writer's made: 
Thus his Material, Paper, take its Birth, : 
From tatter'd Rags of all the Stuff on Earth. 
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kal frwitful Ie! to thee alone belong 
Millions of - Wits, and Brokers in old Song; 


Thee well a Land of Liberty we name, 
| Where all are free to Scandal and to Shame: 


Thy Sons by Print may. ſet their Hearts at Eaſe, 
And be Mankind's Contempt whene'er they pleaſe; 
Like trodden Filth, their vile and abject Senſe 
Is unperceiy*d, but when it gives Offence, 


"Their heavy Proſe our injur'd Reaſon tires, 


Their Verſe immoral kind les looſe Deſires ; 
Our Age they puzzle, and corrupt our Prime, 


Our Sport and Pity, Puniſhment and Crime. 


What glorious Motives urge our Authors on, 
Thus to undo, and thus to be undone? 


One loſes his Eftate, and down he ſits, | 
To ſhew (in vain 1) he ſtill retains his Wits. 


Another marries, and his dear proves keen, 
He writes as an Hypnotic for the Spleen. 
Some write confin'd by Phyſic, ſome by Debt, 
Some for tis Sunday, ſome becauſe tis wet; 
Thro' private Pique ſome do the Public Right, 


And love their King and Country out of Spight. | 
Anctaer 
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Another writes becauſe his Father writ, 
And proves himſelf a Baſtard by his Wit. 


ae Thought profound? 
Neither: why write t] then? He wants tweaty Pound. 
His Belly, not his Brains this Impulſe give: 3 
He'll grow Immortal, for he cannot ive. 
He rubs his awſul Front, and takes his Ream, 
With no Proviſion made but of his Theme; 


Perhaps a Title. has his Fancy ſinit, 

Or a quaint Motto, which he thinks has Wit. 
He writes, in Inſpiration puts his Truſt, 
Tho? wrong his Thoughts, the Gods will makethem juſt | 
Genius directly from the Gods deſcends, 

And who by Labour would diſtruſt his Friends ? 
Thus having reaſonꝰd with conſummate Skill, 

In Immortality he dips bis Quill!; 

And ſince blank Paper is deny d the Preſs, 

He mingles the whole Alphabet by gueſs. 

In various Sets which. various Words compoſe, 
Of which, he hopes, Mankind the Meaning knows. 
80 Sounds ſpontaneous from the $ybjl broke, 

Dark to herſelf the Wonders which ſhe ſpoke ; 
| on The 
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The Prieſts found out the Meaning ik they * ul . Nv 


And N ations ſtar'd At What node underſtood, 


* Clodio dreſsd, Wed. drank; 4 viltel (the Whole 


And great Concern of an immortal Soul wm” | 
ö Oft have 1 ſaid, Awake! Exilt! ind firive 6 | 


4 For Birth! hör thin ik to Loiter is to live! * 4, 


As oſt 1 overheard the Demon tay, © 3 
Who daily met the Loivrer i in his ay ; 
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PII meet the Youth, af White's: "The Youth replies, 
BY) 


PII meet thee there, and falls is Sacrifice a 

His Fortune ſquander'd, leaves his Virtue bare ; a 
Toe ry Bribe, and blind to ev? ry Snare: 54 
Clodio for Bread his Indolence muſt quit, n 

Or torn Soldier, or commence A Wit. | 

Such E68 have wel all, but Life they Rake ; 
How muſt Spain tremble and the German ſhake . 


Such Writers have v we all, but Senſe they print; . 


Ev'n Grone Praiſe is dated from the Mont. { : J 


In Arms contemptible, in Arts prophane, | 
Such Swords, ſuch Pens, diſgrace a Monarch's Reign. 
Reform your Lives before yet thus: aſpire, 


And fical {for you can ; fleal) cocleſtial Fire. 8 


| 
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ol the,juſt- Oontraſt i O che beautecus Strife! i 
Toixt their cool Writings and Pindaric Life, 
They write with Phlegm, but then they live with Fire; 

| They cheat the Lender, and their Works the Buyer. 
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I pity Poverty, but laugh at Pride: 

For who ſo ſad, but muſt ſome Mirth confeſs ” 
At gay Caſtrucbio's miſcellancous Dreſs? | 

| Tho? there's but one of the dull Works he wrote, 
There's ten Editions of his old lac'd' Coat. 


Tho? Tires Shoulders ſhrink in tatter'd Freeze; 
The Man, at leaft, is happy to the Knees : 

He ftands erect on filken, ſcarlet Legs, 
His F igure bullies, tho' his Fortune begs. 
But let from Envy this the World ſecure, a 
They wou'd not be ſo Rich, but that they're Poor. 
Such ſerious Men, whoſe Buſineſs tis to write, 
Methinks ſhould only deal in Black and White. 


Theſe, Nature's Commoners, who want a Home, 


Claim the wide World for their n Doom: 
| T hey 
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Fo find they dic not c, but only g d. 
How muſt theſe Bards be rapt into the Skies ? | 
You need not rad, you frol their Extaſies, 


See them 66nfiti?d . O that's already done”. 
— Moſt; as by Leiſes, by the Works they print, 
\ Have took; fbr Life, Poſſeſſion, of the Mint. 
If you miſtake and pity theſe poor Men, 
E Ulubris, they cry, and write again. 


Such Wits their Naiſance manfully expoſe; 
And then pronounce juſt Judges Learning's Foes 
O frail Concluſion !- the Reverſe is true, 

II Foes to Learning, they'd be Friends to Tou. 
Treat them, ye Judges! with an honeſt Scorn, 
And weed the Cackle from the generous Corn: 
There's true good Nature in your Diſreſpect, 

In Juſtice to the Good, the Bad neglect. 

| For Immortality, if Hardſhips plead, 

I % not theirs who write, but ours who read. 


But 
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But, Ol what Wiſdom can convince a Fool, 
But that tis Dulneſs to conceive him dull?» 
is fad Experience takes the Cenſors Part. 
Conviction, not from Reaſon, but from Smart. 


A Virgin-Au thor, recent from the Preſs, 
The Sheets yet wet, applauds his great Succeſs; 
Surveysthem, reads them, takes their Charms to-bed, 
Thoſe in his Hand, and Glory in his Head, 
"Tis Joy too great, à Fever of Delight! 
His Heart beats thick, nor cloſe his Eyes all Night 
But riſing the next Morn to claſp his Fame, 
He finds that without ſleeping he could dream: 
So Sparks, (they ſay) take Goddeſſes to- bed, 
And find next Day the Devil in their Stead. 


In vain Advertiſements the Town Oer ſpread, 
Their Epitaphs, and ſay the Work is dead. 
Who preſs for Fame, but ſmall Recruits will raiſe, 
"Tis Volunteers alone can give the Bays. 


A famous Author viſits a great Man, 
Of his immortal Work diſplays the Plan, 
| And 


a 
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And ſays, Sir, I'm your Friend; all Fear diſmiſs; 
0 Your Glory, and my own, ſhall live by This; 
* Your Pow'ris furt, your Fame thro. Time convey'd, 
9 And Britain Europe's Qu Queen—if I am pay'd. 
arne his Anſwer in a Trice ; 
* Sir, ſuch a Genius is beyond all rice, 
0 What Man can pay for this D* Away he turns; 
His Work i is folded, and his Boſom burns. 
His Patron he will patronize no more; | 
44 But ruſhes like a Tempeſt out of Door. *. 
| # : 5 Loſt is the Patriot, and extinct his Name! 0 
. | Out comes the Piece, Another, and the ſame; 
For A. his magic Pen evokes an O, 
And turns the Tide of Europe on the Fe oe. 
He rams his Quill with Scandal and with Scoff, 
But *tis fo very foul, it won't go off: af 
Dreadful his Thunders, while unprinted, roar, 


But when ocne publiſh'd, they are heard no more: 


Thus diſtant Bugbears fright, but nearer draw, 
The Block's a Block, and turns to Mirth your Awe. 


Can theſe oblige, whoſe Heads and Hearts are ſuch? 
No, every Party's tainted by their Touch. 28 
| Infected 
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Infected Perſons fly each public Place; 

And none, or Enemies alone, embrace. 
To the foul Fiend their every Paſſion's ſold. 
They love, and hate, extempore, for Gold. I 
What Image of their Fury can we form? 
Dulneſs and Rage, a Puddle in a Storm. 

Reſt they in Peace? If you are pleasd to buy, 
To ſwell your Sails, like Lapland Winds, they fly: 
Write they with Rage? The Tempeſt quickly flags, 
A State-Ulyſſes tames *em with his Bags; * 
Let him be what he will, Turk, Pagan, Few ; 

For Chriſtian Miniſters of State are few. 


Behind the Curtain lurks the Fountain Head. 
That pours his Politicks thro? Pipes of Lead. 
Which far and near ejaculate, and ſpout 
O' er Tea and Coffee, Poĩiſon to the Rout. 

But when they have beſpatter'd all they may, 
The Stateſman throws his filthy * away! 


1 | 
With 8 Forceps, "Theſe od ws 

1? And State-Elixirs of the Vipers makes, 

ed The richeſt Stateſman wants wherewith to pay 


A ſervile Sycophant, if well they weigh 
8 I How 
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How much it eeſts the Wreteh tobe ſo haſe: 
Nor can the greatet Pow'rs enough . A 


If well they weigh, how much it ſtains their Cauſe- 

But are our Writers even in the Wrong? 
Does-Virtue ne*er ſeduce the venal Tongue? 
Ves; if well brib'd, for Virtue-ſelf they fightz 
Still in the Wrong, tho” Champions for the Right: 
Whoeer their Crimes for Intereſt only quit, 7 A 
Sin on in Virtue; and good Deeds commit. 
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Nought but Inconſtancy Britannia meets, 
And broken Faith in their abandon'd Sheets; 
From the ſame Hand how various is the Page ? 
What Civil War their Brother Pamphlets: wage? 
Tracts battle Tracts, Self. contradictions glare; 
Say is this Lanacy? —— I wiſh it were. J 
If ſuch our Writers ſtartled at the Sight; 'T 
Felons may bleſs their Stars they cannot write ! 

How juſtly Proteus Tranſmigrations fit 
The monſtrous Changes of a modern Wit ? 
Now, ſuch a gentle $/ream of Eloquence 
As ſeldom xiſes to the Verge of Senſe; | 


a 
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Now, by mad Rage transform'd into a Flame, 
Which yet fit Engines well apply'd can tame; 
Now, on immodeſt Frafh'the Swine obſcene; 
Invites che Town to ſup at Drary-Lanes 

A dreadful Lion, now he roars at Pow'r, 

Whiek ſends him to His Brothers at the Tr; 
He's now a Serpent, and his double Tongue 
Salutes, nay licks the Feet of choſe he ſtung- 
What Knot can bind him; his Evaſion ſuh ?? 
One Knot he well deſeryes; which might do much. 


The Flood, Flame, Swine, the Lion and che Snake, 
Thoſe fivefold Monſters, modern Authors make. 
The Snake reigns moſt; Snakes, Pliny ſays, are bred, 
When the Brains periſf d in a human Head. 

Ve groveling, trodden, whipt; ſtript, turncoat Things, 
Made up of Venom, Volumes, Stains and Stings ! 
Thrown from the Tree of Knowledge, like you, curſt 
To ſcribble in the Duſt, was Snake the firſt. 
Crooked your Ways, entangl'd is your Pen, 

Ye Sport of School Boys]! and ye Dread of Men! 
But tho” Men tart, ſome filly Nymphs you pleaſe, 
Who think all Wits who play the Fool with Eaſe 

| bs And 
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And nom their Tea, their Tbler e pod deck; 
Glide in the Boſom, or curl round the Neck; 
A Dragon thus the fair Ohmpia preſt. 
Charm'd wich his ſpotted Pride and brazen Creſt. 


* * 


—— 


What if the Figure ſhou'd in Fact prove true? 

It did in Zkenab, why not in you?? 
Poor Elkenah, all other Changes pat, 
For Bread in di hieli Dragons hiſt at laſt, 
Spit Streams of Fire to make che Butchers gape, 

And found his Manners ſuited to his Shape: 

Soch is the Fate of Talents miſapply'd, 

So liv'd your Prototype, and ſo he dy'd. 
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Tho abandon'd Manners of our writing Train, 
May tempt Mankind to think Religion vain; 

But in their Fate, their Habit and their Mein, 
That Gods there are is eminently ſeen 
Heaven's ſtands abſolv'd by Vengeance on their Pen, 
And marks the Murderers of Fame from Men. ö 


L 


Thro' meager Jaws they draw their venal Breath, 
As ghaflly as their Brothers in Macbeth. 
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Their Feet thro” faithlefs Leather meet the Dirt, 
And oftner chang'd their Principles than Shirt. 


The tranſient Veſtments of theſe frugal — 


Haſten to Paper for our Mirth again. 


TJ0oo ſoon, (O merry-melancholy Fate! ) 


They beg in Rhyme, and warble thro? a Grate: 
The Man lampoon'd forgets it at the Sight; 
The Friend thro” Pity gives, the Foe thro Spight; 
And tho” full conſcious of his injur'd Purſe, 
Lintott relents, nor Curll'can wiſh them worſe. 
So fare the Men, who Writers dare commence 
Without their Patent, Probiry and Senſe. 


From theſe, their Politicks our Widnes ſeek, 
And Saturday's the Learning of the Week. N 
Theſelabouring Wits, like Paviours, mend our r Ways, 
With heavy, huge, repeated, fat Eſſays, > 
Ram their coarſe Nonſenſe down tho” ne'er 0 dull, 
And hem at every Thu mp upon your Skull. 
Theſe ſtaunch-bred Wing hounds begin the Cry, ; 
And honeſt Folly ecchos to the Lie. : 
O how I laugh, when I a Blockhead fee, 
Thanking a Villain for his Probity. | 

oF L 3 Who 
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Who, fizetches out a moſt reſpectful en 
With Snares for Woodcotks-in his holy Leer: 
It ticklez thro⸗ my Soul to bear the Goths: . 
Sincere Encomium, on his Friend the For, 
Sole Patron of his Lbertiet and Rights! © _- 
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As hangs 'Fourapet "ROY th" er-loaded State 
Diſcharges'allher-Paor and Prafligate: 
Crimes of all Kinds diſhonour'd Weapons weild, 
And Priſons pour their Filth into the Field: 

Thus Nature's Refuſe, and the Dregs of Men, 
Compoſe the . 10 Militia of the Pen. ; 


A 
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And a dark x Ally, Na Regard f * Lites. z 
Nought bur rank 2 owardice ſecures our Throats, 


F rom Bravos at their Pens, and in their Voles. 
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Such are our Teachers, Bra g 80 to School, 
To talance Europe, lea from Knaye and F oal, 
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Where, mortal or Fan as Pers N 
The Learn d may chuſe Eternity or Eaſe? 
Has not a ROYAL PANHR x wiſely ſtrore 
To woo the Muſe in her Athenian Grove? 
Added new Strings to her harmonious Shell, ; 
And giv'n-new/ Tongues to thoſe who ſpoke ſo well 


Let hes inſtruct, with Truch's illuſtrious Ray 
Awake the World, and ſcare our Owls away : 
From Rome and. Greece, ye genvine Sons of Fame, 


Draw E and N on Us the noble F lame. 


Mun WINE: 0 Friend! indulge MF? give : 
Some needful Precens how to write 2nd live 


a e e | Serious 
His late Majeſty”s | Benefation fo modern Languages, 
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Serious ſhou'd be an Author's final Views 0 
Who write M pure Nth neer amuſe. 


An Author ? Tis a venerable Name! 
How few deſerve.it, and what Numbers claim? 
Unbleſt with Senſe above their Peers refin'd, 
Who ſhall ſtand up, Di#ators to Mankind? 
Nay, who dare ſbine if not in Virtue's — 
That ole * of 0 rr 5211 


3 . 
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Te reſtleſs 1588 FAR for letter'd mo r 
With whom would you conſult to gain the Bays?— 
With thoſe great Authors whoſe fam*d works you read? 
I well 60 then, conſult the laurel'd Shade. 
What Anſwer will che laurel'd Shade return? 
Hear it and tremble! he commands you burn 

The nobleſt Works his envy'd Genius writ, 

That boaſt of Nought more excellent than Wit. 

If this be true, as *tis a Truth moſt dread, 

Woe to the Page that has not that to plead 
Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wi wiſh*d unweote 

The ſprightlieſt Efforts of their wanton Thought ; 
Sidney and Waller, brighteſt Sons of Fame, 


Condemn'd the Charm of Ages to the Flame 1 5 
| = 
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And in one Point is all true Wiſdom caſt, 
To think that early we muſt think at laſt. 


Immortal Wits, ev'n dai break Nanmes _ 
Injurious ſtill to Virtne's ſacred Cauſe, - | 
And their Guilt growing as their Bodies rot, 
(Reyers'd Ambition!) pant to be forgot. 


Thus ends your courted Fame: Does Lucre then, 
The ſacred Thirft of Gold, betray your Pen? 
In Proſe *tis blameable, in Verſe tis worſe, © 
Provokes the Muſe, extorts Apollo's Cur fm 
His ſacred Influence never ſnou'd be ſold. 
Tis arrant Simomy to ſing for Gold: 
»Tis Immortality ſnou'd fire your Mind 
Scorn a leſs Paymaſter than all Mankind, _ 


If Bribes you ſeek, know this, ye writing Tribs! 
Who writes for Virtue has the largeſt Bribe : 
All's on the Party of the virtuous Man, 
The Good will ſurely ſerve him if they can; 
The Bad, when Intereſt or Ambition guide, 
And *tis at once their Intereſt and their Pride: | 


But 
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But ſhould both fail to take him to their Care, 


KRenounce Corruption then, take Virtuc's Part, 
»Twill fire the Head and fortify the Heart. 
*Twill doubly warn you to eſpouſe the Right, 
And doubly ard d. Men put forth double Might. 


No mortal can write well, but who's fucere: 

In all that charms or ſtrongly moves, the Heart 
Muſt aidithe Head, and bear the greater Part. 
Can they, tho” tongu'd as Angels ſweet, perſwade 
The Soul To-day, who Yeſterday berraꝰd? 
Wit in a Knave, my Brethren! is no more "af Fe 
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Than Beauty, in a rank, abandon'd bare. 


Letters to Man uncommon Light diſpenſe, 
And what is Virtue but ſuperior Senſe ? ese 
In Parts and. Learning you who-place your Pride, 
Your Faults are Crimes, your Crimesaredouble-dy'd. 
What is a Scandal of the firſt: Renown, | +7 
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*Tis harder far to pleaſe than give Offene: 
The leaſt Miſconduct damns the brighteſt Senſe; 
Each ſhallow Pate chat cannot read your Name, 
Can. read your Life, and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious Manners make Impreſſions deep 
On thoſe, that o'er a Page of Milton fleep : 

Nor in their Dulneſs think to ſave your Shame, 
True, theſe are Fools, but Wiſemen ſay the fame.” 


Wits are a deſpicable Race of Men. 
If they confine their Talents to the Fenn: 
When the Man ſhocks us, while the Writer ſhines, 
Our Scorn in Life, our Envy in his Lines, 


Yet proud of Parts, with Prudence ſome 52 
And play die Poe“ ect they're en of genſe. 
What Inſtances bleed recent in each Thought, 

Of Men to Ruin by their Genius brougit? 
Againſt their Wills what Numbers Ruin ſhun, 
Purely thro' Want of Wit to be undone ? | 
Nature has ſhewn by making it ſo rare, | 
That Wit's a Jewel which we need not war; _ 
Of Plain ſound Senſe Life s current Coin is made, | 


With that we drive the moſt ſubſtantial Trade: ” 
I- 
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Outlaw'd of Choice, all Fortunes Paths you quit; 

Our Courts know no ſuch Creature as a Wit. 
Subſtance you ſlight, and Shadows you adore; 
Wits you may be, but Fools cou d do no more. 


* 
f * 


Prudence protects and guides us, Wit betrays, 
A ſplendid: Source of ill ten thouſand Ways; 
certain Snare to Miſeries immenſe: 
A gay Prerogative from common Senſe; | 
Unleſs ſtrong Judgment what wild Thing can tame, 

And break to Paths of Virtue and of Fame. 
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But grant your Judgment equal to the beſt, 
Senſe fills your Head and Genius fires your Breaſt; 
Yet ftill forbear: Your Wit (conſider well) 
'Tis great o ſhew, but greater to conceal 3 
As it is great to ſeize the golden Prize 
Of Place or Power; but greater to deſpiſe. 


I fil you languiſh for an Author's Name, 
Think private Merit leſs than public Fame, | 
And fancy not to write is not to live; 
Deſerve, and take, the great Prerogative. 11 7 
| But 


j 


EPISYTLER ag 


But ponder what it is; how dear *twill coſt, 
To write one Page which you may juſtly: boaſt... 


Senſe may be good, yet not deſerve the Pre; 
Who write an awful Character profeſs; 
The World as Pupil of their Wiſdom claim, 
And for their Stipend an immortal Fame: 
Nothing but what is ſolid or rend. 
Shou'd dare aſk public Audience of Mankind, 


Severely weigh your Learning and your Wit; 
Keep down your Pride by what is nobly writ : 
No Writer fam'd in your own Way paſs oer; 
Maſt truſt Example, but Reflexion more: 


More had the Antients writ, they more had caught, 
Which ſhews ſome Work is left for modern Thought, 


This weigh'd ; Perfection know, and known adore, 
Toil, burn for that, but do not aim at more : 
Above, beneath it, the juſt Limits fix ; 

And zealouſly prefer four Lines to fix. 


Write and re-write, blot out and write again, 
And for it's Swiftneſs ne er applaud your Pen. | 
3 | Leave 
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Leave to the Jockeys chat New:indrket Praiſe, 
Slow-rutis/the Pegaſus chat wins the Bays, = 
Much Time for Immortality to pay, 

Is juſtand wile : For leſs is thrown-away. na N 
Time only can mature the labouring Brain i o 
Time is the Fatfter, ard the Midwife Pain 
The ame good Senſe thar makes a Man excel, 
Still makes him doubt He ner Has written elt. 11 
' Downtight Impollibilities they ſeck, F BOG 
What Man can be immortal in a Week? 


4 


2 


Excuſe no Faul, tho” beautifit, *twill harm; * 

One Fault ſhocks more than twenty Beauties charts. : 
Our Age demands Correctieſs; Han 
And You,” this commendable Hurt have done. 
Now Writers find, as once Achilles found, 
The IWhole is mortal, if a Part's oe. 

He that ſtrikes our, and firikes not out thi beſt 
Pours Luſtre in, and dignifies thereſt 
Give cer ſo little, if what's Right be chere, 
We praiſe for what you burn, and what you ſpare : 


The Part you burn, ſmells ſweet before che Shrine, 
And is as Incenſe do che part Divine. 


I 


Nor 
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Nor frequons write. tho? jou can do it well. 
Men may too ft, co not too much excel... : 
A few good Works gainFame 3 more ink their Price; 
They granted you writ well, what can they more, 
Unleſs. you let them Praiſe for Siving oer? 

Pant you for Praiſe? ? "rwas theirs who now write —_—_ 
Had they | but took. the, Pains of. lying fill. yy 


<1 
2I0Na zit Ig NA ach lit od 
Do bela what you 8 Tod let your Page wok 


Smile, if it finiles, and if it rages, rage. 3 
80 Kintly Lucius cenſures and commends, | 5 | — 
That Lucius has no o Fo os except his F riends, 3 


Let Satire Ic engage you chan Applauſe i© ; 
It ſhews a generous Mind to wink at Flaws : pn | 


F " 


Is Genius yours? ? be yours a glorious End, 
Be your King's, Country's, Truth's, Relginw's] Friend 2. 
The public Glory by your own beget; 
Run Nations, run Poſterity in Debt. 

But ſince the Fam'd alone make others live, 
Firſt have that Glory you preſume to give. 


If fatire Charms, ſtrike Faults, but ſpare the Man, 
Tis dull to be as witty as you can. 


a 


— ag 66 Ki 204 
Round our own Fame the faral Splinters fly. nc! 
As the foft Plume gives Swiftne tothe Dart, 

Good Breeding ſends the Satire to the Heart, A 
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Painters and _—_ may A an. 
ee e eee 
Defaults in thoſe alone ſhou'd give Offence z s 
Who ſtrikes the Perſon, pleads his Innocence, | 


TS ww - 


— =_ = rm 0. = \ 
— — — 
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My narrow- minded Satire can't extend To 

To Codrus Form , I'm not ſo much his F ricnd. 
Himſelf ſhou'd publiſh that (the World agree) 
Before his Works, or in the Pillory. 

Let him be black, fair, tall, ſhort, thin or fat, 
Dirty or clean, I find no Theme in that. 

's Is that call'd Humour? it has this Pretence, 

?Tis neither Virtue, Breeding, Wit or Senſe, 
Unleſs- you boaſt the Genius of a Swift, 

Beware of Humour, the dull Rogue s laſt Shift. 


— 
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Nor ſteal your Subjekts from old Greece or Rome, 
Copy their Art, but find your Faults at Home. 
It 1 is groſs F lattery to ſeek them there ; ; 
Fach Age, all Climates a freſh TAVERN bear. 
* Lach 


Laſh reigning Follies where all Follies rage, 
And with ſound Morals conſecrate your Page. 


Can others write like you? your Taſk give oer, 
"Tis printing what was publiſh'd long before. 
If nought peculiar thro? your Labours run, 8 
They're Duplicates, and twenty are but one 
Think frequently, think cloſe, read Nature, turn 
Mens Manners o'er, and half your Volumes burns 
Dare be yourſelves z Originals are all; 8 
Great ſuch Attempts, nay glorious is their Fall. 
To nurſe with quick Reflexion be your Strife, 
Thoughts born from preſent Objects warm from Life 
When moſt unſought, ſuch Inſpirations riſe, Wt; 
Slighted by Fools, and cheriſh'd by the Wiſe : 
Expect peculiar Fame from theſe alone; 

Theſe make an Author, theſe are all your own, 


Life, like their Bibles, coolly Men turn o'er, 
Hence unexperienc'd Children of Threeſcore, 
True, all Men think of Courſe, as all Men dream; 
And if they ſlightly think, tis much the fame, 

| K Our 
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Our Ea Writers from this Fault proceed, 
A ste dhe Wed Eübab et : 
Britains are grave and folid ; and a Dance 
k er ihe than i gi from b Frick a 
O erdo not Wat ; "tis apt to jun; N 
You know "is very natural to be dull. 
Write riot like Gentlemen, wich Eaſe Want! I 
Such ealy writing is not ealy reading, | 
Io fay Things rare and excellent with Eaſe, 
Not trite and taftelſs is the Way to pleaſe. 
In Fuent Stile to poor uncommon Senſe, 
V the ſhort Whole of ſacred Eloquence. 
Think with the few, the many are your own; 5 
Think with ther many, and be heard by none. 


COL GE e b 
Nor for one Nation write, but for Mankind ; 
Oh Tate Poſteriry your Thought let fall, 
And with a juſt Ambition graſp the Ball; 
Fhro* Scenes of future Being let it ſtray, 


F or Truth ſhall ſhine when Planets ſhall decay. 


* 


* 


EPISFTTLUA U. T4 
Letters admit not of a half Renown, 12 Oy? 
They give you nothing, or they give a Croum. 
No Work &er gain'd true Fame, or ever can, | 
But what did Honour to the Name of Man. 
THEE 80% aA ils Niles En 
Weighty the Suljeck, cogent che Diſcourſce , 
Clear be the Stile, the very Sound of Force, 
Eaſy the Condu, ſimple the Deg, © 5 © 
Striking the Moral, and the Sau divine: © 
Let Nature, Art; and Judgment, Wit, exceed 
O'er Learning Reaſon reign; o'er That, your Creed: 
Thus Virtue's Seeds at once, and Laurels, grow; 
Do thus, and riſe a Pope, or a Deſpreau. 
And when your Genius exquiſitely ſhines, - 
Live up to the full Luſtreof your Lines : 
Parts but expoſe thoſe Men who Virtue . 
A fallen Angel is a fallen Wit; 
And they plead Luci fer's deteſted Cauſe, 
Who for bare Talents challenge our Applauſe. 
Would you reſtore juſt Honours to the Pen ? 
F rom able Writers ri/e to worthy Men, 


_ *Who'sthis with Nonſenſe, Nonſenſe would reſtrain? 


* Who's this, (they * ſo 3 ſchools the Vain ?] 
Who 


* f , 
rk 
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Wo damns our Traſh,with ſo much Traſh replete? 
As three Ells round, huge Cheyne rails at Meat ?- 


Shall I, with Bauius then, my Voice exalt, 

And challenge all Mankind to find one Fault? 
With huge Examens overwhelm my Page, 
And darken Reaſon with dogmatic Rage ? 

As if one tedious Volume writ in Rhime, , 

In Proſe a duller cou'd excuſe the Crime? 

Sure, next to writing, the moſt idle Thing 

Is gravely to harangue on what we ſing. 


At that Tribunal ſtands the writing Tribe, 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe; 

Time is the Judge; Time has nor Friend nor Foe; 
Falſe Fame muſt wither, and the true vil grow. 
Arm'd with this Truth, all Critics I defy ; 

For if I fall, by my own Pen I die; 
While Snarlers ſtrive with proud but fruitleſs Pain, 

To wound Immortals, or to flay the Slain, 


Sore preſt with Danger, and in awful Dread 
Ot twenty Pamphlets level'd at my Head, 


rr is 
Thus have I forg'd a Buckler in my Brain 
Of recent Form to ſerve me this Champaign ; 
And ſafely hope to quit the dreadful Field 
Deludg'd with Ink, and ſleep behind my Shield; 
Unleſs dire Codrus * rouſes to the Fray 
In all his Might, and damns me — for a Day. 


As turns a Flock of Geeſe, and on the Green, 
Poke out their fooliſh Necks in aukward Spleen, 
( Ridiculous in Rage!) to hiſs not bite ; 

So war the Quills, when Sons of Dulneſs write. 


Mr Dennis, who ſeveral Times attacked Mr Pope. 
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C 4 — 1 ff ; we v7 a 


I, 


E guardian Gods! who wait on Kings, 
And gently touch the ſecret Springs 


Y 


Of riſing Thought; ; ſolicit, I beſeech, 
For a poor Stranger, come from far 


Procure a ſuppliant Traveller 2 
Eaſe of Acceſs, and the /e ſo ft Hour of Speech, 


41 6 


"Tis gain*d : Hail Monarchs great and wiſe! 
From diſtant Climes, and duſky Skies, 
O'er Seas and Lands I flew, your Ear to claim: | 
Yours is the Sun, and purple Vine . , 
Deep in the frozen North I pine 
Nor Vine, nor Sun could warm me like my Theme. 


III. A 


* * 
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A Theme, how ae: on 3 Tide 
A leafleſs Foreſt ſpreading wide 
The Labour of the Deep, my Muſe ſurveys: 
A Fl E ET, Aulos Empire o'er the Wave, | 
You grant, Tru ſtrengthens, NaTvuRE gave; 
Now big with Death, the Terror of the Seas! 


8 


TV. 


Ye Great i by Sea ye Shades adord! 
Who fir'd the Bomb, and bath? d the Sword, 
Ariſe! ariſe! arife! tis BIT ATx charms : | 


ks Aa a4 3 


Ariſe, ye Boaſt of former Wars! ; 
And pointing to your glorious Scars, 
Rouſe me to Verſe, your martial Sons to Arms. 


— > 


* N * y - 


»Tis done: and ſee, ſweet CT 10-brings * 
From Heay'n her deep-reſounding Strings: 
CL 10! the“ God, which gave thy charming Shell, 
Demands its moſt exalted Strain, | 
To ſing the Sov'raign of the Main: 


Of Ocear's Fo Queen, what Wonders wilt thou tell ? 
VI. Such 


K Nepts tune. 
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VI. 


Such Wonders as may paſs for Sport, 
Or Viſion, in a Southern Court: « 
But, mighty Thrones | thoſe Truths which make me glow, 
| Your Fathers ſaw, your Sons ſhall ſee, 
Then quit your Infidelity ; 
Some Truths ?tis better to 6e/eve than know, 


VII. 


Believe me, Kings! at BRITAINS Nod, 
From each inchanted Grove and Wood, 
' Huge Oaks ſtalk down th' unſhaded Mountain's Side 
The lofty Pines aſſume new Form, 
Fly round the Globe, and live in Storms; 
And tread and triumph on the wond'fing Tide. 


VIII. 


She nods again : the lab ring Zarth | 
Diſcloſes a ſtupendous Birth: 
In ſmoking Rivers runs her molten Ore; 
Tuxxe E a Monſters of enormous Size, 
And hideous Nature, frowning riſe, 
| Flame from the Deck, from trembling Baſtions roar: 
; 5 IX. Theſe 


156 On the Pos ruxR of Arrains, 1734. 
IX. 
Theſe Miniſters of Wrath fulfl,. 
On Empires wide, an Jſand's Will: 
Ve Nations! Know- know, all ye, ſcepter'd Pow'rs! 
In ſulph'rous Night, and maſſy Balls, 


And Floods of Flame, the Tempeſt falls, 
When ſtern BRTY ANN IL A's awful Senate low'rs. 


X. 
Bold is the Stile, when Hearts are bold; 
Would BRITAIN have her Anger told? 

O] never let a meaner Language ſound. 
Than that, which thro? black ber rouls, 
Than that, which proſtrates Human Souls, 

And rocks pale Realms, when angry Jovz has frown'd. 


1 


In Peace ſbe ſheaths her 1 _ 
And ſpares her nitrous Magazine 


Her Cannon Nliſenber at the World's Deſre: . 
But, give juſt Cauſe, at onee they blaze, 
At once they thunder from the Seas, 


Touch'd by their injurtd Maſter's Soul of Fire. 
XII. Then 
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XII. . 
Then, Furies riſe! the Battle raves! - | 
And rends the Skies, and warms the Waves, 
And calls a Tempeſt from the peaceful Deep. 
In ſpite of Nature, ſpite of Joys, 
While all-ſerene, and huſh*d above, 
The boiſt'rous Winds in azure Chambers ſleep, - 


XIII. 


This, this, my Monarchs] is the Scene 
For Hearts of Proof, for Gods of Men; 
Here War's whole Sting is ſhot, whole Heartis ſpent! 
You ſport in Arms; how pale, how tame, 
How lambent is Bz 1 Lox a's Flame, 
How her Storms languiſh on the Continent ? 


4. 


XIV. 


A ſwarm of Deaths, the mighty Bomb, 
Now, ſcatters from her glowing womb ; 
Now the chain'd Bolts in dread Alliance join'd, 
Red. wing d with an expanding Blaſt, 
Sweep, in black Whirlwinds, Man and Maſt, 
And leave a ſinge d and naked Hull behind, 
- | XV, Non 


XV. 


Naw but Fm ſtruck with pale Deſpair? 
My Patrone!: what a Burſt was there ? 

The ſtrong ribb*d Barques at once diſploding fly 
Iofatiate. Death !-compendious Fate? 
Deep Wound to ſome brave bleeding State! 

One Moment*s Guilt a thonſand Heroes dic. | 


\ 


XVI., 
The great, gay, graceful, young and brave, 
(Short Obſequies ) the ſable Wave 
Irvolves in endleſs Night: ye graveleſs Dead! 
Where are your Conqueſts? now you rove 
Pale, penſive, thro' the coral Grove, 
Or ſhrink from BRITAIN in your oozy Bed. 
XVII. 
While Virgins fair, with tender Toil, 
Of fragrant Blooms their Gardens ſpoil, 
Low lie the Brows for which the Wreath's deſign'd, 
In Sea-weed wrapt: alas! how vain 
The Hope, the Joy, the Grief, the Pain, 
The Love, and godlike Valour of Mankind? 
3 XVIII. Of 
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XVII. 


Shut up in triple Braſs, and more. 

How, in one Inſtant, at ohe Blow, 

The Maiden's Sigh, the Mother's Throe, 
Of half ® widow'd Land to render vain, | 


XIX. 


See! yon-cowPd Friar in his Cell, 
With Sulphur, Flame, and crucible;  - 
And can the Charms of Gold that Saint inſpire? _ 
O curſed Cauſe! O cursd Event! 
O wond*rous Pow'r of Accident! 
He rivals Gods, and ſets the Globe on fie. 
XX. 
But the rank Growth of modern Ill, 
| Too well deſerv'd that fatal Skill; 
The Skill by which Defruion ſwiftly runs; 
And Seas, and Lands, and Worlds lay waſte, 
With far more Terror, far more Haſte, 
Than antient NIN ROD, and his haughty Sons - 
| XXI. In 


[ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


In Fromm and Force b Mur muſt yield; 
The Charjat-fiyih'd, which mow'd the Field, 
Tame to rang d Ordnance, which * 
Superior Terror to the Skies; 

And claims the Cloud, the Thunder, andthe Fane, 


XXI. 
The Hane, the Thunder, and the Cloud, 
The. Night ih Day, the Sea of Blood, 
Hoſts whirPd in Air, the Zell, the ſinking Throng, 
The graveleſs dead, an Ocean warm d, 


A Firmament by Mortals ſtorm d, 
To wrong d BxiTAaNNiA's angry Brow belong. 
* 


XXIII. 


Or do I dream, or do 1 rave? 
Or do I ee the gloomy Cave, 
Where Jovk's red Bolts the giant Brothers frame? 
The fwarthy Gods of Toil and Heat, 
Loud Peals on Mountain Anvils beat, 
And. panting Tempeſts rouſe the roaring Flame. 
- XXIV. Ye 


, 
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Ye Sons of rA hear my Call; 
Let your unfurniſtd L abours fall, 
That Shield of Ma xs, Mins xv a's Helmet blue: . 
Suſpend your Toils, ye brawny Throng! 
- Charm?d by the magic of my Song, 


XV. | | 8 

Begin 3 ; and firſt take winged Flight, _ | 

Fierce Flames, and Clouds of thickeſt Night, 
And trembling Terror, paler than the Dead ; 
Then borrow from the North his Roar, 

Mix Groans and Death; one Viol pour ER, 

Of dread BIT annia's Wrath, and it is made. 

XXVI. 


5 Yet, Peace celeſtial ! may thy Charms, 
Still fire our Breaſts, tho? clad in Arms: 
If Scenes of Blood avengi ng Fates Decree, 
For Thee, the Sword brave BRI TONS wield ; 
For Thee, charge o'er th* embattled Field ; 
Or e thro? Seas, thro? crimſon Seas for Thee: 


, 


- & XXVIII. Eva 
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XXVII. 
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Een now for Peace the Gods are preſs da 
We wos the Nations to be bleſ dz 
Far Peace, wiforiow Kings! we call to Tons 
For Peace, on Pinions of the Dow, 
Soft Emblem of eternal Love! 
Thro' trackleſs Air, and deſart Skies I few. 


„„ 
CT, 


XXVII. 


My former Lays of rough Contents, 
Ot Waves, and Wars, and Armaments, 
Were but as Peals of Ordnance to conſeſs 
Your height of Dignity; to clear 
Your deaf, your late · obſtructed "ug 
And wake Attention to- more mild Addreſs... 


XXIX. 


Have I not heard you 20 declare, _— 
Your Hearts deteſt, the purple War, 

And melt i in Anguiſh for the World's Repoſe? by 
Hail then ! all hail! your Wiſh is crown'd, 
Your godlike Zeal thro? Time renown'd, 


1 hr Eu ROPE bleſod z with Joyher Heart o'erflows. 


XX. Tour 
$ The "foregoing Stanzas, 
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Your Friend, your Brother of the North, | 

To meet your Arms, come ſmiling forth, 

And leads ſoft- handed Peace; How powerful He? 
His num'rous Races the Bloſoms drghs, 


Of golden Empire, radiant Bight - 
Endleſs Beam on into Ferit 


XXVXI. | 
What lug Allies ? —— The virgin Train; 
Your, moſt obdurate Foes may gain: 


See, how their Charms in jjneal Luſtre ſhine? — 
Theo ern gemine Branch, de Ste. 
Has darted Rays of temper'd Fire; 

The Mother breth'd ſoft Air, and Bloom Divine. 


4 
| 
| 
| 

A 

| 
| 
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XXXII. 


How fair the Field? ye * Aoniam Bees ! 
The F low'rs ambroſial fondly ſeize, 
Luxurious draw the ſweet Hyblean Strain; * 
That Gods may lean from Heav'n to hear, 
= And my thron'd Patron's raviſh'd Ear, 


ur The Souls rich N,&ar drink, and thirſt again. 


3% XXXIII. Fer 
LS Te Poets. 
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XXXIII. 
_ Fen mine, they 241 . and with Succeſs ; 
. . Ambition's Fumes my Strains repreſs ; - 
The Fever flies; no noxious Thoughts ferment ; 
No Frenzy, taking Friends for Foes ; . | 
The Pulſe ſubſides; they ſeek Repay: 
Nor I my — — repent. 


No: By the Blood of BENE Is Plain, 
I ſwear, the rumour'd War is vainz 
Shall Ga LL fe Faith and Friendſhip ever ceaſe ? 
I ſwear, by Evroez's low ly Dread, 
I ſwear, by great EL1ZA's Shade, 
The wiſe IBzRI1AN is the Friend of Peace, 
Yet, leſt I fail, (for Prophets old, 
Not all infallibly foretold) 
We ſet our naval Terrors i in array. 
| Know Barrons! an AUGUSTUS reigns ; 
| If Foes compel, ſend forth your Chains, 


| Wh haughty Thrones, uncenſur'd, might obey. 
XXXVI. The 


* 
A 


＋ 


On the PosTuRE of APFPAIRS, 1734. 165 


XXXVI. 


O could 1 ſing as you have fought ! 
I'd raiſe a Monument of Thought, 

Bright as the Sun | — How you burn at my Heart? 
How the Drums all around, . 
Soul- rouſing reſound 7 
Swift-drawn from the Thigh, 

How the Swords flame on high? 
How the Cannon, deep knell! 
Fates of Kingdoms foretel ? 
How to Battle, to Battle, our Fathers brave part, 
Haw to Battle, to Conqueſt, to Triumph we dart ? 


XXXVII. 


But who gives Conqueſt ? He, whoſe Ray 2 
To Darkneſs turns the Blaze of Day; 


Whoſe boundleſs Favour far out-flows the Main; 


Whoſe Porr the raging Waves can ſtill, 


And curb more rebel human Will, —- 


With Peace, O] bleſs us, or in War ſuſtain. 


w 


L3 © XXXVIIL Dot 
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XXXVIII. 


Do'ſt Thou ſuſtain? Te twinkling Fry ! 
That ſwim the Seas, glide gently by z - | 
Th& your Scales glitter, tho? your Numbers ſwarm, - 
Ah! gently glide, for Life's dear Sake; 
Nor dare Leviathan awake. | 
Who ſpouts a * and who breathes a Storm. 


1 5 xIx 
And now, who lids this 6 
| . Thus, "Crowns, States, common Men make Peace: 
They ſwell, ſooth, double, dive, ſwear, pray, defy : 
And when rank InPreft has prevaiPd, 
And Artifice the Treaty feal'd, | 
| Stark Love and an own the baſtard Tye; 
Ambaſſadors, ye Mouths of Kings! 
Ye miſſrue Monarchs! ! Empire's Wings! 
What tho? the Muſe your Province proudly choke 9 
is a Reprizal fairly made, 


Her Province you long ſince invade, 


; Ye perfect Poets ! in the Vale of Proſe. 
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XI. 
More fafe, O Muſe ! that humble Vale, - 
Than the proud Surge and ſtormy Gale: 
Thy dang*rous Seas with Wrecks are cover'd ©: ; + 
Dulneſs and Frenzy curſe thy Streams, | 
Rocks, infamous for murder d Names 
O! ſtrike thy ſwelling Sails, and make to Shore. 
XII. 


* 
While warmer Climes, in cooler Strains, 
Or tented Fields, or duſty Plains, 
The bleeding Horſe, and Horſemen hurl to Ground 3 
*Tis mine to ſing, and ſing the ff, 
That mighty Shock, that dreadful Burſt - 
Of war, which bellows thro? the Seas profound. 


LIN. 


Nor mean the Song, or great my Blame; 
When ſuch the Patrons, ſuch the Theme, 
Who might not glow, foar, paint, with rage Divine? 
Truth, ſimple Truth, I proudly dreſt, 

In Fancy's Robe; her flow'ry Veſt 


Dipt in the curious Colours of the Nine, 
12 | 1 4 Xi IV. But 
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i XIIV. 
But ahl *cis paſt ; I ſink; I faint; 
Nor more can glow, or ſoar, or paint; 
The refluent Raptures from my Boſom roul ; ; 
To Heay* n returns the ſacred Maid, 
And all her golden Viſions fade, - | 
Never to reviſit my. tumultuous Soul, |» 


XLV. 
My vocal Shell! which Taz 715 form'd 
Beneath the Waves, which Vzxnus warm'd 
With all her Charms, (if antient Tales be true) 
And in thy pearly Boſom glow'd, 
E*er Pæ Ax ſilver Chords beſtow?d ; Rar 
My Shell! which CL 10 gave, which Kings applaud, 
Which Europe's bleeding Genius call'd Abroad, 
Adieu, pacific Lyre] my laurell d Thrones ! adieu. 
Hear Atticus ! your Sailer's Song, Iſing, I live for You, 


1 
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TRAGEDY: 


TarATRE-RoYAL in Drury-Lane, 17 19. 


O triſte plan? acerbumque Funus ! O Morte ipſa Mortis 
Tempus indignius | Jam deſtinata erat egregio Fuveni, 
jam electus Nuptiarum Dies; Quod Gaudium, quo 
mgrore mutatum efs ? Plin, Epiſt, 
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"To His GrACE the 


DUKE of NEWCASTLEB. 


My Lo Rp, 


F a Dedication carries in its Nature, a Mark 
of our Acknowledgment and Eſteem, and 
is there moſt due where we are moſt obliged, 
the late Inſtances I received of Your Grace's un- 
deſerved and uncommon Favour in an Affair of 
ſome Conſequence, (foreign to the Theatre) has 
taken from me the Privilege of chooſing a Pa- 
tron; eſpecially for a Performance which, 
not only by its Kind, falls immediately under 
your Grace's Authority, but which likewiſe by 
its good Fortune in a Seaſon of ſome Danger to 
it, received from your Grace's free Indulgence, 
its Life and Succeſs on the Stage, Thus my Am- 
d bition concurs with my Duty, and it is my Ha 
pineſs not to be able to gratify the Impulſe of 
the one, without obeying at the ſame Time the 
Dictates of the other. | 
Addrefles of this Nature, through a groſs 
Abuſe of Praife, have juſtly fallen under Ridi- 
cule. How pleaſant it is, to hear one of Yeſter- 
day complimented on his illuſtrious Anceſtors ? 
A ſordid Perſon on his Magnificence? An illi- 
terate Pretender on his Skill in Arts and Sci- 
ences? Or a Wretch contracted with Self-love 
on his diffuſive Benevolence to Mankind ? Yet 


from 


DEDICATION. 


from the Frequency of ſuch a ſhameful Proſti- 
ſtution of the Pen as this, one Advantage re- 
ſults; it gives the Grace of Novelty and 5g 


33 larity to a Dedication, that ſhall reclaim Pane- 


gyric from its Guilt, and reſcue the late men- 
tioned ſublime Diſtinctions of Character from 
Abſurdity and Injuſtice, by applying them to a 
Duke of Newcaſt/e. It is a kind of Compli- 
ment paid to Panegyric 1tlelf,, to uſc it on ſo 
| jaſt an Occaſion. * 

It is Letters, my Lord, which diſtinguiſh one 
Age from another; each Pericd of Time ſhines 
or is caſt in Shades, as They flouriſh or de- 


cline; and who knows not that the Fate of 


Letters is determined by the kind or cold Aſ- 
pect of the Great? How happy then is the 
en Time? How fair an Aſſurance has it of 
eing exempted from the Death of common 
Ages, when we ſee the politer Arts triumph- 
ing in the Care and Encouragement of One 
who has made an early and regular Acquain- 
tance with them at their own Home, joining to 
the ampleſt Fortune the Qualifications requiſite, 
(had it been wanting) to acquire and deſerve it? 
One, who in the Flower of Youth, when the 
Imagination is warmeſt and fit for ſuch a Pro- 
_ - vince, preſides over the Labours of Genius 
and fine Taſte, and has it in his Power to rival 
thoſe He is pleaſed to patronize. One, in a 
Word, who, covetous of Learning, reaches be- 
yond his own Nation for new Supplies of it; 
who, . zealous for Merit, pays Honours to its 
very Aſhes; and whoſe being an excellent Ma- 


| ak in polite Letters himſelf, is one of the ſmal- 
| | leſt 


\ 


DEDICATION. | 

leſt Proofs he has given of his ardent Love to- 
wards them. 

But I cannot turn my Thought that Way, 
without being put in Mind of the Imperfection 
of the following Scenes. I own they have 
many Faults, as many as I can allow, without 
reflecting on the Town, for the Countenance 
they have received: But 1 hope they have Me- 
rit enough to entitle them to ſome Share of 
Your Grace's Approbation, as well as Errors 
enough to make them ſtand in need of all Your 
Protection, The Continuance of which is 
humbly hoped by, 


fog 
My LORD, 8 
Your GRACE 


much obliged, N 


moſt obedient, and 


moſt humble Servant, 


EDwARD Y 0UNG, 


I - * 5 * * * * * _ * 0 0 
* * pe 
- 
j 1 . 
% . 
V * 
. % 
4 , 
— N 1 v + ar : e _—_— / 4 
* * 5 * \ 
* i * 1 5 ; : 
$ P * 1 
— ” * - * * 
. Pq % 1 4 
o * k N Y - 
* - 
"= ' 


J. 
* 


By a FRIEND. 
Spoken by Mr BOOT H. 


Ong have you a foe the Greek and Monit Naw, 
Aſſiſted by 7 th Muſe, renew their Fame : 


: W bile yet unſung thoſe Heroes fleep, from whom + \ 
Greece A ber Plato's, and her Cziar's Rome. 


Sach, Agypt were thy Sons ! divineh Great 
In Arts, and Arms, in Wiſdom, and in State. 
Her early Monarchs gave ſuch glorious Birth, 
Their Ruins ober the Wonders of the Earth. 
Structures ſo vaſt by thoſe great Kings deſgn' d, 
Are but faint Sketches of their bounleſs Mind : 


Nett n&er has Albion's Scene, tho“ long renown'd; 


With the ftern Trants of the Nile been croton' d. 


We Tragic Miſe in Grandeur ſhouw'd excell, 
Her Figure blazes, and her Numbers fell. 
The proudeſt Monarch of the proudeſt Age, 
From Ægypt comes to tread the Britiſh Stage: 


Old tiomer*s Heroes, Moderns are tb thoſe 
Whom this Night's venerable Scenes diſcloſe. = 


Here Pomp and Splendor ſerve but to prepare; 
To touch the Soul is our peculiar Care ; 
By juſt Diſtreſs ſoft Pity to impart, 
And mend your Nature, while we move your Heart; 


Noi wood theſe Scenes in empty Words abound, 
Or overlay the Sentiment with Sound. 


Mos ds, (when the Poet wou'd your Souls engage) 
Are the meer Garniſh of an idle Stage. 


IJ ben 


P R OL O OG uU E. 


When Paſſion rages, Eloquence is mean; 
Geſtures and Looks beſt ſpeak the moving Scene, 


Ye ſhining Fain! when tender Woes invite 
To pleaſing Anguiſb and ſevere. Delight, > © - 
By your Aﬀfiiion you compute your Gain, 
p riſe in Pleaſure as you riſe in Pain. 
If then juſt Objefts of Concern are ſhewn, 
And your Huaris heave with Sorrows nat r 011, 


Let => the gen rous Impulſe be withſtood, 
Strive not with Nature, bluſh not to be 2 


Sighs only from a noble T emper _--, 
4nd 'tis n Virtue Wan into 225 * 


of 
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Drammati Perſone. | 


MEN. 


Bufvis, __ of Egpr. 
Myron, the Prince. 
Nicanor, Father of Mandan. 
Memnon, 
Rameſes, 
Syphoces, 
Pheron, 


Auletes, a Courtier, 


: Mr Elington 
Mr Booth. 
Mr Mills. 
Mr Wikk. 


Mr Walks. 2 
Mr Thurmond, 
Mr Wi:llams. 


Mr W. Mili. 


WOMEN. 


Myris, Queen of Fog: 
Manda 


Ne. 


Mrs Hur mond. 


Mrs Oldfield. 


SCENE, a Temple at MEMPHIS in 


Ola Egypt. 


BUSIRIS, 


- 
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Ir 3 Structures and immortal Deeds, 

Enlarge the Thought, and ſet our Souls on Fire, 
My Tehgie has been too cold in Egypr's rw 
The Queen of Nations, and the Boaſt of Times, 
Mother of Science, and the Houſe of Gods ! 2 
Scarce can I open wide my lab' ring Mind 
To comprehend the vaſt Idea, big 
With Arts and Arms, ſo boundleſs in their "ag | 

Pber. Thrice happy Land!did notherdreadful King, 
Far-fam*d Bufiris, whom the World reveres, - 

Lay all his ſhining Wonders in vj de 
By Cranky and Pride, , 

Spb. By Pride indeed; 
He calls himſelf the Proud, we glories in it, 
Nor would exchange for Jupi ters Almighty, 
Have we not ſeen him ſhake his ſilver Reins 
O'er harneſgd Monarchs to his Chariot yer: ? 
In ſullen Majeſty they ſtalk along, 

With Eyes of Indignation and Deſpair, 

While he aloft diſplays his impious State, 

With half their rifled Kingdoms o'er his Brow, 
Blazing to Heav'n in Diamond, and Gold. 

Pher. Nor leſs the Tyrant's C ruelty than Pride, 
His horrid Altars ſtream with human Blood. 
And Picty 1 is Murder in his Hands. [ great Shout. 
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Spb. There roſe the Voice of twice two W 
thouſand, 


And broke the Clouds; and clear d the Faceof Day; 
The King, who from this Temple's airy Height, 


With Heart dilated that great Work ſurveys, 
W hich ſhall proclaim what can be done by Man, 
Has ſtruck his Purple Streamer, and deſcends. 


Pher. Twice ten lang Tears have ſeen that 3 
r 
Which Nations with united Toil ade 


Gain on the Skies, and labour up 40 Heaven. | 
Syph. The King —— or proſtrate fall, or diſappear. 


„e 
6 * Enter Buſiris attended. © 
305 e City, Memphis dee. 


| Almoſt Coval with the Sun himſelf, 


And boaſting Strength ſcarce ſooner to Jens 

How wanton: 2 amid Nature's Smiles, 

Nor from her higheſt Turret has to view, 

But golden Landicapes and luxuriant Scenes, | 

A Waſte of Wealth, the Storehouſe of he World! 

Here, fruitful Vales far ſtretching iy the Sight, 

There, Sails unnumber'd whiten all the Stream; 

While from the Banks full twenty thouſand Cities 

Survey their Pride, and ſee their gilded Towers 

Float on the Waves, and break againſt the Shore: 

To crown the Whole, this rifing Pyramaid | 
[Shews the Plan, 


£ Lengttensi in Air, Wd ends among the Stars, 


While every other Object ſhrinks beneath 
Its mighty Shade, and leflens to the View, 


— As Kings compar'd with me. 


Euter Auletes, he falls prefrate. 
Aul. O live for ever, 


+ Bufiris, firſt of Men 


Bu. Auletes, riſe. | 
N Al. 


KING G Eovrit wy 


Aul. Exobdftidors from various Olimes arrive, ' 
To view your Wonders, and to greet your Fame 5 ; 
Each londeg with the Gifts his atry yields, 


Of which the, riſe to 7 1 EY 
The fich e f N a. Wasa 


is ample Vale. 
With facred Incenſe ; Na 2 


A thouſand: Coutſers beate the Wind 3. 

And their black Riders darken all the Plain ; z 
Camels and Elephants from other Nealms, 

Bending beneath a Weight of Luxury, 
Bring the beſt. Seaſons of their PATIOS Years: 21 

And leave their Monarchs poo. . hot | 
Buſ. What from the alen * 

Aul, He bendabeforpyour Throne,ad aroutnrighs 
The reſt in Tribute, and outſhines in State. | 
B uf. Away, he ſees me not, 1 know, his Purpoſe, 
A Spy upon my Greatneſs, and no Friend? 
Take his Embaſſador, and ſhew' him ER. 
In Memphis ſhew him various Nations met. 
As in a Sea, yet not conHd in Space, tt 

But ſtreaming freely thro? the — 
Which ſend forth Millions at each brazen Gate, 
Whene'er the Prumpet calls; high overhead - 

On the broad Walls Chariots boaind n 
And leave in Air a Thunder of my own : 
Fovr' too has pour'd the Nile into my Hand, 


£4 4 * 
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* The Prince of Rivers, Ocean's eldeſt Son: 
ff Rich of myſelf, I make the fruitful Lear. 
a, Nor aſk ꝑprecarious Plenty from the Sky, - e No 


Throw a all my. Glories open to his View, ” 
Then tell him, in Return for Trifles offer d. 4 
I give him This : and when a Perſian Arm 
| Grves him a Bow, 
Can thus with Vigour i its Reluctance bend, 
And to the Nerve its ſtubborn Force lubdue 5 
Then let his Maſter think of Arms but bring 
More Men than yet e' er pour'd into the Field; 
FR Mean Time, thank Heaven, our Tide af Conqueit drives 
ul, M 2 © A diffe- 


/ 


10 B UTS IR 1 
A different Way, and leaves him gil a king. 


This to the Perfian, — I receive the reſt, 
And give the World an Anſwer, - - [Exit Bars 


Mandane, attended ty Fright en 8 ber Tire, is oy 
|  ſacrifuang at a Di 
An Hymn io Iſis is fang, 45 — goat, 4 
Mandane, attended by her Maids, advances. 3 


Mand. My Mornir ng Daryo the Gods b e 
Tet ſtill chis Terror eam | 
And ſaddens every Thought — I ill betiold 

The dreadful Image, ftill the threatning Sword 
Points at my Brealt, and glitters in mine Eye. — 

But *twas a Dream, no more. My Virgins, leave me. 
And thou great Ruler of the World be preſent! 

O kindly ſhine on this important Hour! 

This Hour determines all my future Life, AE 
And gives it up to Miſery or Joy. [She abodnces, 
Theſe lonely Walks, this deep and ſolemn Gloom, 
Where Noon- day Suns but glimmer to the View, 8 

This Houſe of Tears, and Manſion of the Dead, 

For ever hides him from the hated Light, e 
And gives him e Wants rr 


Back e and fam; Memon hning on s bis ; 
' Father's Tomb. T' To ak 


1 5 1 
2 #1 71 e 


Was ever ths 2 wy 
So mournful! 7 my "MTs the Dead alone 
Be all your (ate, 1 ife'is no more a Bleſſing. 
How cow'd you ſhun me for this diſmal Shade, 
And ſeek 1 5 Love a Refuge in Deſpair ? 
Mem. haſt thou brought thoſe Eyes to this cad 
3 Wee”: 
Where Darknets dwells, and Grief would ſigh ſecure, 
In welcome Horrors, and beloved Night ? 
Ivy, 1 drive che N Shades before them, 


And 
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Kine ff EcGcyyer. 165 
And light up Day e' en here. Retire, my Love; 
Each joyful Moment L wou'd ſhare with hes, | 
My virtuous Maid, but I wou'd mourn alone. 
"Mand What have:youfound in me ſo mean, to hope 
That while you ſigh; my Soul can be at Peace? 
Your Sorrows flow from your Mandane's * | 
Mem. O my Mandane Dy 04 
 Mand. Wherefore turn you from me? 
Have 1 offended, or are. you unkind ? 
Ah mel 2 Sight as ſtrange, as pitiful | | N 
From this big Heart, o ercharg d with gen 'rousSorrow, 
See the Tide working upward to his Eye, 
And ſtealing from him in large ſilent Drops, 
Without his cave! — can thole Tears flow in vain? 
Mem. Why will you double my Diltreis, and make 
My Grief my Crime, by diſcompoſi r — \ 
And yet I can't forbear] Alas! my Father! 28 
That Name excuſes all; what is not due + 32660), 
To that great Name, which Life or Death can pay? 
Mana. Speak on, and caſe your lab'ring roaſt, : it 
| ſwells, 
And ſinks again, and then i it ſwells ſo high, 
It looks as it wou'd break, I know *tis big 
With ſomething you wou'd utter, Oft in yain _ 
I have preſum'd to aſk your mourn ul Story; 
But ever have been anſwer d with a Frown, 
Mem. O my. Mandane, did my Tale concern 


7 Myſelf alone, it wou' d not lie conceal'd ; 
But *tis wrapt up in Guilt, in royal Guilt, 


And therefore tis unſafe to touch upon't. 

To tell my Tale, is to blow off the Aſhes 

From ſleeping Embers which will riſe in Flames 

At the leaſt Breath, and ſpread D-1truction round. 

But thou art faithful, and my other ſelf; 

And O! my Heart this Moment is fo full, 

It burſts with its Complaint ; and I mult ſpeak. 
N;yris, the preſent Queen, was only Silter 

of — or IJ late 1 —_— 
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Bufrts, who' now! nix is 80 of Males 


In lineal Blood, to which this Crown dend. 


(Not with long Circumftance to load wy Siory) 
Atmbitzous Myris-fir*d his daring Soul, 
And turn'd his Sword againfl her Brother's Lifes 


Then mounting to the Tyrant's Bed and Throne, 


Enjoy'd her Shame, and triamph'd in her Guilt. 
And Sd black a Story well might ſhuh the * 
Mem. Artaxes Friends (a virtuous Multitude) 

Were ſwept away by Baniſnment or Death, 


In Throngs; and ſated the devouring Gre. 


My Father Think, 3 andane, on © ach on, > 
And pardon me 2 
The Tyrant took me, then of tender Nei, it % 
And rear*d me with his Son, (a Son ſince dead. d if 

He vainly hopꝰd, by Shews of guilty Kindneſs, 

To wear away the Blackneſs of his Crime, 

And reconcile me to my Father's Fate: 
Hence have I long been forc'd to ſtay my Vengeance, 
To ſmodoth my Brow — my Longue, 


While the big Woe lies Jeans. at oy Heart, no 


Enter Pherdn at a Diftence, 


Pher. So cloſe | ſo loving! here I tand unſeen, 
And watch my Rival's Fate. . Aide. 
Mem., But thou, my Fair, 

Thou art my Peace in Tumult, Life in Death, 
Thou yet can't make me bleſs d. 5 


Mand. As how, my Lord? 


Mem. Ah, why wilt thou hae ef 
Mand. Menon. 1 


Mem. Speak. 8 
Mand. Nature bid. and when I wou'd n 


ſ 


She ſtifles all my Spirits, and I faint: 
My Heart is eng but I cannot . 


0 let me fly. 
Mem, You pierce me to the Soul, - [Holding ber, 
Fu” Mand, 


I = 
4.4 


Since laſt I ſaw thee, his licentious Paſſion 


Io welcome her returning Warrior home; 


K IN G of EG v 7. 167 
Mand. O] ſpare me for «Moment, till my Heart 
its wonted Force, and 1 will fpeak, —— 
Pheron,. you know, is daily urgent with me, 


Breaks thro? Reſtraints, and will not be refus d. 
© 195) 1. i [Pheton/ſbews a great Concern. 


Vet more che Prince, the young impetuous "Os 


Before his Father ſent him forth to War, 

And gave the Mede to his deſtructive Sword, 
Has often taught his Tongue a ſilken Tale, 
Deſcended from himſelf, and talk*d of Love. 


Has haunted all my Dreams 
This Day the Court ſhines forth in all its thine; : 


Alas, the Malice of our Stars! 
Mem." To place it 
Beyond the Power of Fate to part our Lives, ; | 
Be this our Bridal gat my Lite! — my Soul! 
[ Embrace, 
Pher. Perdition ſize them both! and have I lov'd 
So long to catch her in another's Arms! 
Another's Arms for ever! O the Pang — 
Heart-piercing Sight! - but Rage ſhall ke VT — 
It ſhall beſo — and ler the Crime be his 
Who drives me to the black FExtremit 
I fear no farther Hell than that I feel. (Exit. . 
Mem. Trembling I graſp thee,and my anxious Heart 
Is ſtill in Doubt if I may call thee mine. 
O Bliſs too great! O painful ONE 
I know not Nt to utter, 
Mand. Ah, my Lordi 
What means this Damp that comes athwart my Joy, 
Chaſtiſing thus the Lightneſs of my tzeart ? — 
I have a Father, and a Father too, - 
Tender as Nature ever fram'd. — His Will 
Should be conſulted. Should 1 touch his Peace, 
I ſhould be wretched in my Memnon's Arms. 
Me. Talk not of Wretchedneſls, | 
M 4 Mand. 
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Maud. Alas! this Dy 3 7 
Firſt gave me Birth, and Onbich i is — to 0 

The Fates &er ſince, as watching its Return. 
Have caught it as it flew, and mark'd it deep 
With ſomething Great, Extremes of Good or Ill. 

Mem. Why ſhould webodeMisfortune toour Lover 
No, I receive thee from the Gods, in lieu 
Ot all that Happineſs they raviſh*d from me; 
Fame, Freedom, Father, All return in thee. 
Had not the Gods Mandane to beſtow, 
Tacy never would have pour'd ſych Vengeance on me; 
They meant me thee, and could not be ſevere, 
Soon as Night's favourable Shades deſcend, 
The holy Prieſt ſhall join our Hands for ever, 
And Lite ſhall prove but one long Bridal Bap. 


vp 


| Till then, in Scenes of Pleaſure loſe thy Grief, 

ö | Or ſtrike the Lute, or {mile among the Flowers, 

1 They'll ſweeter ſmell, and fairer bloom for thee.— 

Alas! Pm torn from this dear tender Side, c 

= By weighty Reaſons and important Calls, 

_ Nay, cn by Love itſelf — I quit thee now, 2 

1 | But to deſerve thee more. [ [They embrace. 
-  Mand; Your Friends are here. [Exit Mand, 
Mem, jo" Creature! how my Sou] pants for 

thee?: — 5 

But other Paſſions now begin their Claim, 

Doubt, and Diſdain, and Sorrow, and Revenge, 

With mingling Tumult tear up all my Breaſt: 

O how unlike 0 Softneſſes of Loye 5 


Enter Syphoces. | 
Spb. Hail, worthy Memnon. 
Mem. Welcome, my Syphoces. - 


And much I hape thou ring'ft a bleeding Heart, 
A Heart that bleeds for others Miſeries, 805 


ravely regardleſs of its own, tho' great 
Pack Characters, OVER 


4 b. 
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Spb. And there's a Second. 
Not far behind, to reſcue the Diſtre&'d, 
Or die. 

| Mem. Ye, die; and viſit thoſe brave Men, 
Who, from the firſt of Time, have bath'd their Hands 
In Tyrants Blood, and graſp'd their honeſt Swords 
As Part of their own Being, . when the Cauſe, 
The public Cauſe: demanded. O, my Friend 
Ho long ſhall Egypt groan in Chains ? l. ow long 
Shall her Sons fall in Heaps without a Foe? , | 
No War, Plague, Famine, nothing but Bufiris, - 


* 


His People's Father! and the State's Defence! 


Yet but a Remnant of the Land ſurvives, 4 
Spb. What Havock have I ſeen? Have we pot 
known 


A Multitude become a Morning's Prey, 
When troubled Reſt, or a Debauch has ſour d 
The Monſters Temper | ? then tis inſtant Leath; 
Then fall the Brave and Good, like ripen'd v4 
Before the ſweeping Scythe, not the poor Mercy 
To ſtarve and pine at leiſure in their Chains, 
But what freſh Hope that we receive your Summons. 
To meet you here this Morning? 

Mem. Know, Syphoces, 
*T'was on this Day my warlike Father's Blood, 
So often laviſh'd in his Country's Cauſe, 


And greatly fold for Conqueſt and Renown ; 
Jas on this execrable Day it flow'd 


On his own Pavement, in a peaceful Hour, 


Smoke d in the Duſt, * waſh'd a Ruffian's Feet. 


This guilty Day returning, rouſes all 
My ſmother*d Rage, and blows it to a F n 
Where are our Friends? 

Syph. At hand. Rameſes, 


| Laſt Night, when gentle Reſt o'er Nature ſpread 


Her ſtill Command, and Care alone was waking, 
Like a dumb, lonely, diſcontented Ghoſt, 


Enter q my Chamber, and approach d my Bed; 


With 
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And utges Vengeance bn the gullty Prince. 


3 
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With Burſts of T And a Peal bf Groans | * 
He recollects his god4ike Brother's Fate, 
The drunken Banquet, and the Midnight Murder, 
Such was the Fellhef of his boiling Rage, 
Methought the Night grew darker as he ne 
Mem. I know he bears the Prince moſt dead! +: 
But this will enter deeper in his Soul,” [Shews 4 av, 
And rouze up Paſſions, which till now ) have llept: 
Murder will look like Innocence to chis. . OY 
Syph. How, Memnon es Abe 0 
Mem. This reminds mie of thy Fate; 


The Queen has courted thee with gerd Walen, , 


And fought by Threats to bend thee to her Will ; 

She languiſhes, ſhe burns, ſhe waſtes away _ 

In fruitleſs Hopes, and dies upon thy Name. 
Syph. O fata Love! which ſtung by Jealouſy, 

ExjelPd a Life far dearer than mine own, 


By curſed Poiſon Ah divine Apame? 


And cou'd the Mutd*reſs hope ſhe ſhou'd inherit 


"This Heart, and fill thy Place within theſe Arms? 


But Grief ſhall yield — Revenge, Pm wholly chine. 
Mem. The Tyrant too is wanton in his Age, 
He ſhews that all his Thoughts are not in Blood; 
Love claims its Share; he envies poor Rameſes 
The Softneſs of his Bed; and thinks Amelia 
A Miſtreſs worthy of a Monarch's Arms. 
Syph. But ſee, Rameſes comes, a ſullen Gloom 
Scowls on his Brow, and marks him thro* the Duſk. 


Enter Rameſes, Pheron, and other Conſpirators. 
Mem. To what, my Friends, ſhall Memnon bid you 


Welcome ? | 
To Tombs, and melancholy Sbenes of Death? ? 
I have no coſtly Banquets, feed as fpread 
Prince Foe 8 Table, when your Brother my 
- [To Rameſes. 
J have 


Ve 


Curſe on the Man that calls Rameſes Friend, 
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I have no gilded Roof, no gay Apattment, 
Such as the Queen prepar*d: for 'thee, r 
Yet be not diſcontent, my valiant Friends 


Bifris reigns, and tis net out of Seaſon | - 


To look on aught may mind us of our Fate: 


His Sword is ever drawn, and furious Myris = 
Thinks the Day loſt that is not mark*d with Bloc 
Ram. And have we felt a Tyrant twenty Yen, 
Felt him as the raw Wound the burning Steel, 
And are we murmuring out our Midnight Cutſes, | 
Drying our Tears in Corners, and complaining? 
Our tiands are forfeited. Gods! ſtrike them off. 
No Hands we need to faften our own Chains, 


Our Maſters will:da dat; and we wart Saus > 


To raiſe them to an Uſe more worthy Men. 
- Ment. Ruffles your Temper at Offences paſt ? _ 
Here then, to Wk thee into Madneſs. 
. [Gives the Litter. Rameſes peaks; 
Roms Oh 2 
Syph. See how the fruggling Paſſions ſhake his 
Frame!:':.: '” 
Nam. My Boſom Joy, that crowns my happy Bed 
With tender Pledges of our mural Love; 
Far dearer than my Soul! and ſhall-rwy Wife, 
The Mother of — little Innocents, 
Be taken from us | Torn from me! from mine! 
Who live but on her Sight! and ſhall J hear 
Her Cries for Succour, and not ruth upon him ? 
My Infant hanging at the Neck upbraids me, 
And ſtruggles with his little Arms to fave her. — 
Theſe Veins have ftill ſome gen' rous Blood in Store, 
The Dregs of thoſerich Streams his Warshave drain d; 
I'll giv't in Dowry with her. 
Pher. Well reſolv'd: 
A tardy Vengeance ſhares the Tyrant's Guilt. 
Ram. Let me embrace thee, Pheron, thou art brave, 
And doſt diſdain the Coldneſs of Delay. 


And 
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And keeps 
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s his Temper at a Tale — ver 15 
When Rage and Rancour.are the 
And loſs of Reaſon is the Mark. 
Mem. Thus Pve mind when the — 
Hour 
Lalls this” proud r and her Monarch dreams 


1 wo 
72 


Ot bambledd Foes, or his new Miſtreſs Love, 111 7 


Then we will ruſh at once, let looſe. the Terrors 
Of Rage pent in, and ſtruggling eee 1 


To find a Vent, and at one arcadful Blow” MA 


Begin and end A 

A more auſpicious Juncture cou*d not | 
The Perfian, who for Years has join'd our Counſel 
Stirr'd up the Love of Freedom, and in private 
Long nurs d the glorious Appetite with Gold. 

This Morn with Tranſport ſnatch'd the vd Oefen 


Of throwing his Reſentment wide, and now 


He frowns in Arms, and gives th* Event to Fate. 
Ram, This Hand ſhall drag the a 62a from 2 
+1 r 
And ſtab we Royal Victim on this Altar. 
Pointing to the Tomb. 


: | Mem. O juſtly thought! Fend ci your Eyes 


around, 
All that moſt awful is, or great in Nature, ; 
This ſolemn Scene preſents; the Gods are here, 
And here our fam*d Forefathers facred Tombs 
Who never brook*d a Tyrant in this i and. 


Let us not act beneath the grand Aſſembly! 


The ſüghted Altars tremble, and theſe Tombs Es 
Send forth a Peal of Groans to urge us on. 
Come then, ſurround my Father Monument, 
And call his Shade to Wiebe ro your Vows,” 

Ram. Nor his alone. O all ye mighty Dead! 
Illuctrious Shades ! who nightly ſtalk around 
The Tyrant's Couch, and ſhake his guilty Soul: : 
Whether already you converſe with ny >: 
Or ray, below 1n —_— . D |: ts 0... 
1 "Fran 

WW 1 


oh 
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From Earth, from Air, from Heaven, and from Hell, 
Come; I conjure you, by the Prisner*s Chain, 


The Widow! s. coor and Fett! noob N 


While we ofer e hallow'd. Monument 
Thus join our E ands, and kneeling to the Gods, . 
Faſt bind our Souls to great — 5 , 
All, We ſwear 
.- Mem, This Night the Tyrantind his Minions bleed, 
And Flames ſhall lay thoſe Palaces in Duſt, - © I 
Whoſe gilded Dooms now glitter in the San, 
Pher. So now my Foe is taken in the Toil, 
And Pve a ſecond Caſt for this proud Maid — 
It is an Oath well ſpent,” a Peyury® - a 
Of good Account in Vengeance and in ""—Y 
Mem. We wrong the mighty Dead, if we permit 
Our Eyes alone to count this grand — 
A thouſand unſeen Heroes walk among us; 1 
My Father riſes from his Tomb, his ound 
Bleed all afreſh, and conſecrate the Day 3 1 80 20 
He waves his Arm, and chides our tardy e 
More than this World ſhall thank us. O my un 
Such our Condition, we have nought to loſe, 
And great may be our Gain, if this be great, 
10 craſh a Tyrant, and preſerve a State; 
To ſtill the Clamours of our Father's Blood, 
_ To fix the Baſis of the publick Gd, 
Jo leave à Fame eternal, then to ſoar, 
Mix with the prog and bid the n adore, 
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- . +, walking 10 $9 162 
Enter Syplicces and Rameſes. Shouts at a 22 ance, 


Ram. Wea means this Duſt and Tumult in the 
Court, 

Theſe Streamers fooling in the Wind, theſe dean. 
The Tyrant blazing in full Inſolence,'' 

And all his gaudy Courtiers baſking round him, 
Like poinous: Vermin in a Dog day Sun? 

Syph, Lour Father and Prince Myron are arriv'd 

And with one Peal of Joy the Nation rings. 
Kam. Long has my Father ſery d this tyrant Kivg, 
With Zeal well worthy of a better Cauſe 3//  . 
Tho” with his Helm ke hides a hoary Bro- ., we O 
Long verꝰ d in Death, the Father of the Field, 
At the ſhrill Trumpet he throws off the Weight | 1 
Of fourſcore Years, and ſprings upon the Foe. 
The Tranſport; Danger gives him, conquers Nature 
And a ſhert Youth boils up within his Veins. 

Syph, Behold this Way bop pais-to meet the King. 


Myron and Nicanor paſs the Stage with Attendants. 
Rais. What Pity ris that one fo loft in Guile, 


1 


| Should thus engage the Sight with manly Charms, 


And make Vice lovely? Deer on Manon. 
Spb. Pardon me, e & 9 2 II 

Tho? to my Foe, I muſt be ever juſt, 

He's gen*rous, grateful, atfable, and brave : 

Bat then he knows no Limit to his Paſſion ; 
The Tempeſt-beaten Bark is not ſo toſs'd 
As is his Reaſon, when thoſe Winds ariſe: 
And tho' he draws a fatal Sword in Battle, 
And kindles in the warm Purſuit of Fame, 5 

| = | Pleaſure 


ſure 
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Pleaſure ſubdues him quite, the ſparkling Eye, 


And gen' rous Bo bear down hisgraycr Wa e 
While fiery Spirits dance along his Veins, 
And keep a conſtant Revel in his Heart. 

Ram. But here the Tyrantgomes rn 
Of: idle Pridg will he receive his Son? 


How with big Words will he {well out cs Comqut, 
And into Gmndevr: pal mp arg d 71 


4 — 


145 


ano King, ada hows on theater a, 


Enter Myron ang Nicanor..: 


Kin [Welcome my Son, gr cat Partner of: my Farid 
I thank thee for th Increaſe 1 my Dogunions, .. 
That now more Mountains riſe, more Rivers flow, | 
And more Stars ſhine in my. {fill growing Fanpire, - 
The Sun himſelf ſurveys it not at once. 
But travels for the View, whilſt far disoin'd, 
My Subjects live unheard of by each other; 
Theſe wrapp d in Shades, abide thoke enjoy the Light; 
Their Day is various, but their King the ſame. _ 
hr. - "i Sir, your Thanks are due; to this old 
m, 
Whoſe Nerves not fo Winter Camps unbend, 


Jou owe your Victory, and Lmy Life. 


When my fierce Courſer with a jayeling Stang, . | 
Firſt rear*d in Air, then tearing with a Bound g 
The trembling, Earth, plung'd deep amidſt the Foe; 
And now a thouſand Deaths from ey*ry_ Side, 
Had but one Mark, and on my Buckler rung; 
Through the throng'd Legions like a Tempeſt ruſh'd 
This Friend, o'er gaſping Heroes, rolling Steeds, 
And ſnatch'd me no my Fate, 

Buſ. I thank thee, General, 


Thou haſt a Heart that ſwells ith Loyalty, 


And throws off the Infection of theſe Times; 
But thy degenerate Bo 


” 
- 


Nic. 
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' Nic. No more my Son, on 

I cut him off, my Guilt, my Fünen Da! 

Look not, dread Sir, on me through his Offence; / 

O let not that diſcolour all my Service, | 

And ruin thoſe who blame him for his Crime! 

_ Buſ. Old Man I will not wear the Crown in vain, 

Subjects ſhall work my Will, or feel my Pow'r, 

Their Diſobedience ſhall not be my Guiltz 

Who is their Welfare, Glory, and Defence ? 

The Land that yields them Food, arid ev*ry Stream 

That flakes their Thirſt, the Air they breathe is mine, 

And is Concurrence to their own wx. oa 

By due Submiſſion, à too great Return? 

Death and Deſtruction are within my Call 

But thou ſhalt flouriſh in thy Maſter's Smile. 

A faithful Miniſter 'adorns my Crown, 

And throws a brighter Glory round Brow. 

Nic. Take but one more, one im. one to your 
| "ET | 
And then my Soul's at Peace — 1 hdd Py, 

An only Daughter, now an only Child, 

Since 5 loſt Brother*s Folly ; ſhe deſerves - 

The moſt a Father can for ſo much Goodneb : 

Her Mother's dead, and we are left alone, 

We Two are the Ikole Houſe, nor are we Two, 

In her I live, the Comfort of my Age; 4 

And if the King extend his Grace fo far, 

And take that tender Bloſſom into Shelter, | 

Then I have all my Monarch can beſtow, 

Or. Heav*n itſelf, but This, that I may wear 

My Life's poor Remnant out in your Command ; 

Stitch forth my Being to the laſt in Duty, 

And when the Fates ſhall ſummon, die for you. 
Buſ. Nicanor, know, thy Daughter is our Care. 
Myr. O, Sir, be greatly kind, exert your Pow'r, | 

And with the Monarch furniſh out the Friend! 

Art thou not he, that gallant-minded Chief. | - o Nic. 


| Who wou'd not ſtoop to give me leſs than Lite 1 F 


. 4 
4 i . 
! £ 
$ 1 
. 
N 
ll 
{7 
\ 
7 
1 
1 
2 
, * 
om 
, n 
' 
190 , 
4 ti 
& 1 
16 f 

i of # 
4 
Wn. 

f 13 
13 N 
Fig! 

U 

b 1 
15 
140! : 
if , 

« kf | 
6+ 
7 „ 

i Y 
9 N 
17 
ob 
iÞ 

; . " 
E 
We 
1 

[ 4 N ; 

FN ' 

N 
* 
wb 5 

_ l 

1 $4 | 
jt 

TY 3 

* 

14 i 
i Bt 

1 

U | N 

i | 
* : 

1a 

4h. 

1 ö 

th 
[81 
171 

A) * 

T 
1 
14 
"1 
k $3 l 
17 
. 

1 * 9 
NI 
on 

5 
22 
4 
In by 

fi . 

1 
i 
; 

* 
* n 

7 

100 N 

J. : 

Fii 

74 ; 

1 l 

U 
, 

N 

— 
. 1 
"4 | 
$4 ' 
ict | 

6 
v1 
$4 

0 | ; 

# 

”, 1 N 
i . 
nn 
l : 

. 44 . 
q ' 
Ly . 

* | 
1 ' 

1 

ter 
.. * 5 


— 4 
. þ 


4 _ — — 
pg og Wo — 
2 Oe 4 > np —_— 4; 
* R 2 


- — A * = \ — * * 8 8 
RF _ = 1 een . >= 8 
rr SSE _ = Sn — ———— = 
+ — 2 * — —  - ——_— - \ - * 
„ 
k 


KI NG of EGYPT. 177 


And ſhall 1 prove ungrateful? Shocking Jones en 
He that's ungrateful has no Guilt but one, 


All other Crimes may paſs for Virtues in him. 


Nic. What Joy my Daughter's promis'd Welfare 
ives me, 
My Lips I need not open to diſcover —<Je-— 
Thus humbly let me thank you. 

Bi. Dry thy Tears, | | 
And follow us; thy Daughter's near our Queen, 
And longs, no doubt, to ſee thee ; bleſs the Maid, 
And then attend us on Affairs of State. 


I hear there's Treaſon near us; though the Slaves 


Fall off from their Obedience, and deny 

That I'm their Monarch, I'm Bufris ſtill. 
Collected in myſelf P11 ſtand alone, 

And hurl my Thunder, tho? I ſhake my Throne: - 
Like Death, a ſolitary King I'll reign | 
O'er ſilent Subjects, and a deſert Plain; 


Ere brook their Pride, I'Il ſpread a gen'ral Doom, 


And ev*ry Step ſhall be from Tomb to Tomb. [ Exit. 

[My r. and Aul. who talked afide, advance. 
Myr. fs abſent Beauties glow*d upon my Mind, 
And ſparkled in each Thought. She never left me 


Wou' dſt thou believe it? In the Field of Battle, 


In the mid Terror, and the Flame of Fight, 
Mandane thou haſt ſtol'n away my Soul, 

And left my Fame in Danger. — My rais'd Arm 
Has hung in Air, forgetful to deſcend, 
And for a Moment ſpar'd the proſtrate Foe 
O that her Birth roſe equal to my own ! 
Then I might wed with Honour, and enjoy 

A lawful Bliſs and why not now ? Methinks 
Abſence has plac'd her in a fairer Light, 


Enrich'd the Maid, and heighten'd ev*ry Charm. 


Aul. She comes. 
Myr. That modeſt Grace ſubdu'd my Soul, 
That N of Look, which ſeems to hang 
* N A Veil 


A Vail of — o'er all her Beauties, X 
008 * Ne A moſt inflames N 


Ene Mandane. | 


What tender Force! What Dine! Divine! 
What Virtue conſecrating ev'ry Feature 
Around that Neck, what Drofs are Gold and Pearl? 
Mandane ! powerful Being, whole-firſt Sight 
Gives me a Tranſport not to be expreſs'd ; 
And with one Moment over- pays a Year 
Of Danger, Toil, and Death, and Abſence from cher. 
Mand. My Lord, 1 ſought my Father. * 
Mr. Leave mè not, 
Pye much to ſay, much more than you conceive; 
Yes, by the Gods, much more than J can utter. 
My Breath is ſnatch*d, I tremble, I Spire. [46 te, 
Nay, here I'Il offer tender Violence 
[Takes ber Hand, 
"May I not: breathe my Soul upon this Hand, 
When your Eyes triumph, and inſult my Fain? 
Permit me here to take a ſmall Revenge. 
Mand. My Lord, I am not conſcious of my Fault. 
Myr. Tis falſe —— I know the Language of thoſe 
. Eyes, 
They uſe me ill ſee my Heart beat, Mandane ; 
Believe not me, but tell yourſelf my Paſſion 
Is it in Art to counterfeit within? 
Io drive the Spirits and inflame the Blood? 
Each Nerve is piercd with Light' ning from your Eye, 
And every Pulſe is in the Throbs of Love. 
Mand. My Lord, my Duty calls, I muſt not ſtay. 
Myr. Give me a Moment I have that to ſpeak 
Will burſt me if ſuppreſt O heavenly Maid 
Thy Charms are 9 ſo is thy Diſdain 
Who is it? Tell me who enjoys thy Smile; 
There is a happy Man, I ſwear there is; 
I know it by your Coldneſs to your Friend 
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That Thought has fix d a Scorpion on my Heart, 
That ſtings, to Death and is it poſſible 
You ever ke of Myron in his Abſence, 
_ Or caſt at Fare a light Thought that Way? 
Mand. I thoughtof you, my Lord, and of my Father, 
And pray d for your Succeſs ; nor muſt {mw 
Neglect to give him Joy. | 
A Yet ſtay, you all not.go —— Ungrats: 
ful Woman! 
I * not wrong your Father; but by an 
His Love is Hatred if compar'd with mine. 
[> underſtand whence this Unkindneſs flowss 2 
Your Heart reſents ſome. Licence of my Youth, 


When Love had touch'd Dy Brain, You may forgive | 


FF, | (1; me, 
Becauſe I never ſhall forgive =O 
72 But that you live, I'd ruſh upon my Sword. 
If you forgive me, I ſhaft now approach, 
and. Not, as a Lover only, but a Wretch 


Redeem'd from Balene to the Ways of Honour, 
And to my Paſſion join my Gratitude: 
Fach Time Ikneel before you, I ſhall riſe 
As well a better as a happier Man, 
Indebted to your Virtue and your Love. 
Mand. I muſt not hear you. 
Mr. O torment me not! 
Hear me you muſt, and more - Vour Father $Valour, 
In the late Battle reſcu'd me from Death: 
And how ſhall I be grateful! Thou'rt a Princes 
Think not, Mandane, this a ſudden Start, 
A Flaſh of Love, that kindles and expires: 
Long have I weigh'd it, ſince I parted hence, 
No Night has paſs d, but this has broke my Reſt, 
And mix'd with ev'ry Dream. My Fair, I wed thee 
In the matureſt Counſel of my Soul. 
Mang, O Gods! I tremble at the riſing Storm; 
Where can this end? [ Aſide. 
as Mr. And do you then deſpiſe me? 
That ; N 2 Mand. 


% 
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Mund. My Lord; 1 want the Courage to accept 
"What far tranſcends my Merit, and for ever 
Muſt ſilently upbraid my little Worth, 
Myr. Have i forſook myſelf, forgone my . 
 Headlong to all the gay Delights of Youth, 
And falbn in Love with Virtue moſt ſevere ? 
Turn'd ſuperſtitious to make thee my Friend I 
Gods! have I ſtruggled thro? the pow*rful Reaſons 
That ſtrongly combated my fond Reſolves? 
Was Wealth o'erlook*d, and Glory of no Wei ht, 
My Parent's Crown forgot, and my own Conq 
And all to be refus'd? To ſooth your Pride, 
And make my Rival Sport ? | 
Mand. With Patience hear me + 
Nor let my Truſt in Myron prove my Fa” 
Ar. Diſtraction! Art thou marry'd? | 
_ Mand. Oh! © 
Mr. My Heart foret01d it. —Ah my Soul] Auletes, 
oY [ Szwoons, 
Al. Madam, is prudent 1 in you to withdraw — 
[ Exit Mand, 
Mr. I do not live. — I cannot bear the Light! 
Where is Mandane ? But I would not know. © 
She is not mine, — Yet though not mine in Love, 
Revenge, my juſt Revenge may overtake her. 
O how I hate her! let me know her Faults : 
Did the proud Maid inſult me in Diſtreſs ? 
And ul to ſee me gaſping? Speak, Auletes, 
Did ſhe not ſigh? Sure ſhe might pity me, 
Though all her Love is now another's Right. 
Aul.” She ſigh' d and wept; but I remov'd her from 
n 
Myr. It was well done. Vet I cou'd gaze for ever. 
And did ſhe figh ? And did ſhe drop a Tear? 
The Tears ſhe ſhed for me are ſurely mine ; 
And ſtall another dry them on thoſe Cheeks, 
And mike them an Excuſe for greater own. ? 
| ory.of J aſſiſt the Villain 1 in his Joys ? 


Bel. 


No, 


pt 


On 


No, 


* 


- 
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No, Iwill tear. her from him. : 
I'd grudge her Beauties to the Gods that gave 
Aul. My Lord have Temper. 
. And another's Paſſion | 
Warm on that Lip ! another's burning Arms 
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them. 


Strain*d round the lovely Waiſt for which 1 die, 


And ſhe conſenting, wooing, growing to him 


- 
' 


What golden Scenes, when abſent, did I feign? 


W hat lovely Pictures did I draw in Air ? 
What Luxury of Thought! and ſee my Fate 
Shall then my Slave enjoy her? and I languiſh 
In my triumphal Car, my Foot on Purple, 
And o'er my Head a Canopy of Gold, 

Fate in my Nod, and Monarchs in my Train! 
What if I ſtab him ? No. — She will not wed 
His Murderer, — I never form'd a With, 

But full Fruition taught me to forget it. 

And am I leſſenꝰd by my late Succels ? 

And have I loſt my Conqueſt ? Fly, Auletes, 
And tell her — 
Aul. What, my Lord? 
Myr. No, bid her 

Aul. Speak. 


— 


Vyr. I know not what — My Heart is torn aſunder. 
Aul. Retire, my Lord, and recompoſe yourſelf, 


The Queen approaches, —Ha! her Boſom ſwells, 


/ 


[Exit Myron, 


Her pale Lip trembles, a diſorder'd Haſte 
Is in her Steps; her Eyes ſhoot gloomy Fires, 
When Myris is in Anger, happy they 

She calls her Friends, 


Enter Queen. 


Queen. Auletes, where's the King? 
Aul. At Council, Madam, 


Queen. Let him know I want him. [Ext Aul. 


Baſe] to-forgot to whom he owes a Crown 
N 3 


Fool! 


we. U 


| Fool! to provoke her age whoſe Hand i is fed. 2 


In her own Brother's Blood! «oe NNE OE 
Enter King and mn 


King, Horrid Conſpimcyl 5 
Pher. This Night was deſtin'd for cbeblosdy Deed, 
King. Miſtaken Villains! if they with my Death, 
They ſhould in Prudence lay their Weapons by. 
So jealous are the Gods of Egypt's Glory, 
I cannot die whilſt Slaves are arm'd againſt me, 
| Haſte, Pheron, to the Dungeon, plunge them down 
Far from the Hopes of Day, there let them lie: 
Baniſh'd this World, 2 94 yet alive and groan 
In Darkneſs and in Horror — let double Chains 


Conſume the Fleſh of Memnor's loaded Limbs, ' 


Till Death ſhall knock them off-- A King's thy Friend 
__ mare Buſiris, — Go, let that ſuffice 


[ Exit Pher. 

Queen. My Lond your Thought's en gd. 

King. Affairs of State | 
Detain*d me from my Queen. 

' Qucen, The World may wait: 

Pve a Requeſt, my Lord. 

King. Oblige me with it. 

Queen. Will you comply? 

King. My Queen, my Pow'r is n 

Queen. Your Queen ? 

King. My Queen, _ - 

. Indeed, it ſhould be ſo, — v4" 
Then ſign theſe Orders for Amelia's Death. 
He ſtars, turns pale, he's ſinking into Earth. 
Enough; be gone, and fling thee at her Feet; 
Doat on my Slave, and ſue to her for Mercy. 
Go, pour forth all the Folly of thy Soul; 
But bear in Mind, thou giv'ſt not of thy own. 


Thou giv'ſt that Kindneſs which! ** with Blood, 


Nor ſhall 0 loſe unmov'd. 
i King. 
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ing. 1 wiſh, '-my Queen, 4 

This till had Nept a Secret for thy 8 I 
But ſince; thy reſtleſs Jealouſy of Soul 
Has been ſo ſtudious of its own Diſquiet; 
Support it as you may, — I own I've felt 
Amelia's Charms, and think them worth my Love. 

Queen. And dar*ft thou bravely own it too? O Inſult 
Forgetful Man! *tis I then owe a Crown | 
Thou hadſt {till grovellPd in the lower World, 
And view'd a Throne at Diſtance; had not! 
Told thee thou waſt a Man, and dreadful Thought! ) 
Thro' my own. Brother cut thy Way to Empire: 
But thou might'{ well forget a Crown beſtow'd, - 
That Giſt was ſmall. I liſten d to thy Sighs, 
And rais'd thee to my Bed. 

King. I thank you for it. 

The Gifts you made me were not caſt away 3 
I underſtand their Worth; Huſband and King 
Are Names of no mean Import, they riſe high 
Into Dominion, and are big with Pow'r. 
Whate*er I was, I now am King of Egypt, 
And Myris* Lord. 

Queen. I dream, art thou Bufris ? 
Bufiris, that has trembled at my Feet, 
And art thou now my Jove with clouded Brow, 
Diſpenſing Fate, and looking down on Myr:is ? 
Doit thou derive thy Spirit from thy Crimes ? 

'Cauſe thou haſt wrong d me, therefore doſt thou 
threaten, 41 
And roll thine Eye in Anger? Rather bed. 47 
And fue for Pardon. O deteſtable! | ) = 
Burn for a Stranger*s Bed 

King, And what was mine, 

When Myris firſt vouchſaf d to ſmile on me? ö 

Queen. Diſtraction ! Death | upbraided for myLove !-- 11 
Thou art not only criminal but baſe. 11 
Mine was a godlike Guilt. Ambition in it, =. 
Its Foot in Hell, its Head above che „ 11 
1 N 4 For 1 


—— 
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For know I hated when I moſt careſs'd © 
*T'was not Bufiris, but the Crown that charm'd me. 


And ſent its ſparkling Glories to my Heart: 


But thou canſt foil thy Diadem with Slaves. 
King. Syphoces is a King then. 
Queen. Ha! X 
King. Let fair Amelia know the King attends ha 
.. 
Queen. Go, Tyrant, go, a wiſely by thy Shame 
Prepare thy Way to Ruin, Pl! ofertake thee, 
Living or dead; if dead, my Ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
Shriek in thy Ears, and ſtalk before thy Eyes : 
In Death Pl! triumph o'er my RivaPs Charms, 
And chill thy Blood, when claſp'd within her Arms; 
Alone to ſuffer is beneath the Great, 


Tn thy Torments _ 2 my State. 
I Exeunt. 


— 


n 


— — m— —_— 2 . — —ͤ 


Ar sn 1 
S CEN E, The Generals Houſe. 
Enter the King. 


King. Here dwells my ſtubborn Fair, I'll ſooth her 
Pride, 


And lay an humbled Monarch at her Feet. 
But let her well conſider if ſhe's flow 


To welcome Bliſs, and dead to Glory's Charms, 
Then my Reſentment riſes in Proportion 
To this high Grace extended to my Slave, 

And wrns the Force of herown Charms againſt her : 


Monarchs may court, but cannot be deny*d. 


Enter the Queen veiled, 


Amelia, dry thy Tears, and lay aſide _ 
TI melancholy Vell. Ha, RI 


bo 
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Queen. Myris, 
A Name that ſhould like Gs firike thine "fy 
And make thee tremble in this guilty Place : 

But wherefore doſt thou think I meet thee here * 
Not with mean Sighs and deprecating Tears 

To humble me before thee, and increaſe 

The Number of thy Slaves, in hope to break 

Thy Reſolution, and avert thy Crime; 

But to denounce, if thou ſhalt dare perſiſt, 

The Vengeance due to injur'd Heav'n and me- 
And by this Warning double thy Offene: 
Think, think of Vengeance, tis the only Joy 
Which thou haſt left me; I'm. no more thy Wife, 
Nor Queen; but know I am a Woman ſtill. | 


Etch Auletes. 


Aul. May all the Gods watch Oer your Life and 
| Empare, 
And render Omens vain! fo fierce the Storm, 
Old Memphis from her deep Foundations ſhakes, 
And ſuch unheard of Prodigies hang o'er us, 
As make the holdeſt Tremble : See the Moon 
Robb'd of her Light, diſcolour'd, without Form 
Appears a bloody Sign, hung out 'by Jove, 
To ſpeak Peace broken with the Sons of Men: 
The Nile, as frighted, ſhrinks within its Banks, 
And as this Hour 1 pass d great Ii Temple, 
A ſudden Flood of Lightning ruſh'd upon it, 
And laid the Shrine in Aſhes. 

King. O mighty Js! 
Why all theſe Signs in Nature ? why this Tumule 
To tell me I am guilty? if my Crown 
The Fates demand, why let them take it back. 
My Crown indeed 1 may reſign; but O 
Who canawake the Dead ? 
*Tis hence theſe Spectres ſhock my idaighcThodahts, 
And Nature's Laws are broke to diſcompoſe me « 
| *Tis 


6 Urs 


*Tis I that whirl theſe Hurricanes in Air, 
And ſhake the Earth's Foundations with wy Gui 
O Myris, give me back my Innocen ee! 

Quren. 1 bought it wel an * 

King. Cheaply fold ! : | 
Why didſt thou urge my liſted Arm eo ke 
The pious King, when my own Heart recoilfd ? 

Veen. Why did you yield when urg d, and by a 

Woman, bl 

Tou chat are vain of your ſuperior Reaſdn; | 
And ſwell with the Prerogative of Man ? 

If you ſucceed, our Counſel is of nought, 
Lou own it, not accepted, tho? enjoy*d ; 
But ſteal the Glory, and deny the Favour z 
Yet if a fatal Conſequence attend, 
Then we're the Authors, then your treach*raus Praiſe 
Allows us Senſe enough to be condemn'd. 

King. *Tis prudent to diſſemble with her Fury, 
And wait a ſofter Seaſon for my Love. [Afide. 
Bid Js Prieſts attend their King's Devotions, | 
T ll footh with Sacrifice the angry Pow*rs ; | 
Swift to my Dungeons, bid their darkſome Wombs 
Give up the numerous Captives of my 2 
Ten thouſand Lives to Heav'n devoutly 
Nor let the ſacred Kniſe grow cool from Blood, 
Till ſever-fold Nile infected with the Stain, 

In all his Streams flows Purple to the Main. [ Exit. 
Queen. Thin Artifice! I know the Sacrifice 
Jou muſt intend. — But I will daſh your Joys; 
Thou, Victim, and thy Goddeſs both ſhall feel me. 

Aul. Madam, the Prince, 

Queen. And he is ſtill afflicted ? 

Au. It grieves your faithful Servant to relate it; 

He ſtruggles manfully; but all in vain ; 
Sometimes he calls his Muſic to his A1d, 

He ſtrives with martial Strains to fire his Blood, 
And rouze his Soul to Battle. 
Then he relapſes mto Love again, 17 

Feeds the Diete, and doats his Ruin, + den. 
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e W hy ſeeks he here the Cauſe eau! his Sory 
rows? 


A. He ſeeks not here Sting but 15 Father; 
For Friendſhip is the Balm of all our Cares, | 
N in the Wound, and ſoftens ev ry Fate. 


[Martial * 


Enter M yron at a Difaite. 


Queen, Heav' ns] what a Glory blazes from his Eye! 
What Force! what Majeſty in ev'ry Motion, 
As at each Step he trod upon a Foe! © © 
Myr. O that this Ardor wou'd for ever laſt! 
It ſhall; nor will T curſe my Being more; 
Chain'd Kings, and conquer d Kingdoms are before me; 
P11 bend the Bow, and launch the whiſtling Spear, 
Bound o'er the Mountains, plunge into the Stream, 
Where thickeſt Faulchions gleam, and Helmets blaze, 
Ruſh in and find Amuſement from my Pain. 
Pl number my own Heart among my Foes, 
And conquer it, or die. ares £___. 
Queen. The Thoughts of War. 
Will ſoon diſlodge the Fair One from his Breaſt —. 
But this has broken in on my Intent 
I wou'd remind thee of my late Commands. 
Aul. Madam, *tis needleſs to remind your Slave —. 
At dead of Night I ſet the Prigners free. 
Queen Tes, ſet thePrignersfree—*tisgreat Revenge, 
Such as my Soul pants after — It becomes me. 
O it will gall the Tyrant, ſtab him home, 
And if one Spark of Gratitude ſurvives, 
Soften Sypboce 5 to my fond Deſire. 
The Tyrant's Torment is my only Joy; 
Ye Gods! or let me periſh, or deſtroy, 
Or rather both; for what has Life to boaſt 
When Vice is taſteleſs groan, and Virtue loſt ? 
Glory and Wealth I call upon in vain, 


Nor \ Wealth, nor * can appeaſe my Pain; 
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: My. every. upbraids me with my Guilt RE 
* Triump 3 me facred Cy is ſpilt, 
Js 5 [Exit ** 


\ | Enter Myron. FR. | 2 b 


br. The ni Images of War are fled, © 
Itet Rant Trumpets * in mine Ear, 
The Banners furl'd, and all the ſprightly Blaze 
Of burniſh'd Armour, like the ſetting Sun, 
Inſenſibly is vaniſh*d from my Thought: 
No Battle, Siege, or Storm ſuſtain my Soul 
In wonted Grandeur, and all out my Breaſt; 
But Softneſs ſteals upon me, melting down 
My rugged Heart in Languiſhments and Sighs, 
And pours it out at my Mandane's Feet — © 
I ſee her e' en this Moment ſtand before me, 
Too fair for Sight, and fatal to behold. 
I have her here, I claſp her in my Arms; 
And in the Madneſs of exceſſive Love 
Sigh out my Heart, and bleed with Tenderneſß. 
Aul. My Lord, too much Tin this Deluſion ; ; 
She is another's. | 
Myr. Do not tell me fo, f 
Say rather ſhe is dead: Each heav- bis Charm 4 
Turn'd into Horror! O the Pain of rv | 
Is when the Fair One, whom our Soul is fond of, 
Gives Tranſport, and receives it from another |! 
How does my Soul burn up with ſtrong N 
No ſhrink into itſelf ! Now blaze gain 
PII tear and rend the Strings that tye me to her: 
If I ſtay longer here, I am undone. | 


As be is going. Enter Nicanor. 


Nic. My Prince, (and ſince ſuch Honours you 
vouchſafe) 

My Friend, have preſum d 55 your Favour; 

; This 
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This is my Daughter's Birth-day, and this Night | 
I dedicate to Joys which ever languiſh, 
If you refuſe to crown them with your Preſence. 
Hr. Nicanor, I was warm on other Thoughts 
Mi. T am füll near you in the Day of Danger, 
In toilſome Marches and the bloody. F ield; - - 
When Nations againſt Nations claſh in Arms, 
And half a People in one Groan expire; 
Why am I, with your Helmet, thrown aſide, 
Caſt off, and uſeleſs in the Hour of Peace? 
Mr. Since then you preſs it, I muſt be your Gueſt— 
Methinks I labour as 1 onward move, 
As under Check of ſome controuling Pow'r. ¶ Aide. 
What can this mean? Wine may relieve my Thoughts, 
And Mirth and Converſe lift my Scul again. Ereunt. 


Te back Scene draws and ſhews a Banquet. 
Enter Mandane richly dreſs'd. | 
Mand. It was this Day thatgave me Life, this Day 
Shou'd give much more, ſhou'd give me Menmon too: 
But I am rival'd by his Chains, they claſp 
The Heroe round, (a cold, unkind Embrace 5 2 
And but an Earneſt of far worſe to come. 
While he, my Soul, in Dungeon Darkneſs clos'd, 
Breathes damp unwholſome Streams, and lves on 
Poiſon, 
I am compell'd to ſuffer Ornaments, 
To wear the Rainbow, and to blaze in Gems. 
To put on all the ſhining Guilt of Dreſs, 

When *tis almoſt a Crime that I ſtill live : 
Theſe Eyes, which can't diſſemble, pouring forth 
The dreadful Truth, are honeſt to my Heart. 

Theſe Robes, O Memnon ! are Mandane's Chains, 
And load, and gall, and wring her bleeding Heart. 
[ Exit Mandane, 


E Myron, Nicabe: Auletes, Sc. They take 
beer Paces. 

975 Sund louder, ſound, and waft my Wiſh Hearn 

: ear 


* 


+ >. © 


The diſconted Populace, that held © — 
O'er Midnight Bowls their deſperate Cabals, i 


| And feel a deadly Sickneſs at Ba Heart. 
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Hear me, ye righteous Gods, and grant my Wr 
For ever ſhine propitious on my Daughter. 


Protect her, proſper; her, and when Im d, 


Sell bleſs.me in Mondaxe's Happ ines —— 7 


I be Bowl goes round. Muſick. 
Haſte, call my Daughter; none Can taſte of Joy: 
Till ſhe che Miſtreſs of the Fan * 


A Servant brings Nicanor a Letter, Be ade i 


The King s Commands at any Hour. are weleome. 
Mr. Not leave us, General? 
Nic. Ha! the King here writes me, 


14 3 I 5 
Ll b > 


Are now in bold Defiance to his Power. 
Amid the Terrors of this ſtormy Night, 


Ew'n now they deluge all yon Weltern Vale, 
And form a War impatient for the Day. ; 


The ſpreading Poiſon too has caught his Troops, 


And the revolting Soldiers ſtand in Arme 
Mud with ſeditious Citizens. Ties b 


Ahr. Tour Call is great. 


Eu- Mandane. Myron Warts from bis Swi in 
Diſorder. 


And O Memnon! how ſhall I been W 


Suppreſs my Sorrow, and comply with Joy? 


Severeſt Fate | Am I deny*d to grieve? I[Alde. 
Nic. Be comforted, my Child, I'll ſoon return. 
Why doſt thou make me bluſh? I feel my Terk 
Run trickling down my Cheek. 
Myr. I muſt away: n 


Her Smiles were dreadful, but Yar Tears are Dh, 


J can no more: I fink beneath her Charms, 


Ade to Auletes, 


Nic. 


T7 
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Nic. Your Cheek is pale, I dare not t let you part, 
You are not well. 


Myr. A ſmall Indiſpolition, | 
I ſoon ſhall throw it from me- Farewel, General ; 
Conqueſt attend your Arms, 

Nic. You-ſhall-not leave | 
Your Servant's Roof, tis an unwholſome Air, 
And my Apartment wants a Gueſt. 

Mr. Nicanor, 
If Health returns I ſhall not preſs my Couch, 
And hear of diſtant Conqueſts; but o 'er-take thee z 


And add new Terror to the Front of War. 


Nic. Mean time you are a Guardian to my Child, 
Let her not miſs a Father in my Abſence; 
She's all my Soul holds dear. 

Both. F arewel, F arewel. L. 


| {Nicanor's un on Myedn 4 the Stage, and returns.] 


Nic. My Child, I feel a Tenderneſs at Heart 
I never felt before; come near, Mandane, _ 
Let me-gaze on thee end indulge the Father. 
Thy dying Mother with her Clay-cold Hand 
Preſs d mine, then turning on thee her faint Eye, 
Let fall a Tear of Fondneſs, and expir'd. 
I cannot love thee well enough, her Grace 
Softens thy Cheek, and lives within thine Eye. 
Let me embrace you both — My Heart o'erflows.— 
If I ſhould fall, — Thy Mother's Monument 
But I ſhall kill thy Tenderneſs. — No more, 
Nay, do not weep, I ſhall return again, 
And with my deareſt Child fit down in Peace, 
And long enjoy her Goodneſs. 
Mand. If the Gods 
Regard your Daughter's fervent Vows, you will. 
Nic. Farewel, my only Care, my Soul is with thee, 


dl . 


Regard yourſelf, and you remember me. Exit. 


Enter 


Df * 


IM”... "a Myron bo Auletes.”” — 


Myr. No Place. can give me Eaſe, my relle 
wn 
Like working Billows i in a troubled Sea, 
Toſſes me to and fro, nor know I whither. : 
What am I, who, or where? Ha! where indeed 
But let me pauſe; and aſk myſelf again 
It I am well awake. Impetuous Bliſs! 
My Heart leaps * my mounting Spirits blaze; 
My Soul is in a Tempeſt of Delight 8 
Aul. My Lord, you Pane and your Eyes benny 
Strange Tumults in your Breaft, 
Mr. What Hour of Night? 
Aul. My Lord, the Night's far ent. 
Mr. The Gates are barr'd, 

And all the Houſhold is „ 498} to Reſt i 
Aul. All: And the great Vicanor's own Apartment, 
Proud to receive a royal Gueſt, expects you. 

Myr. Perdition on thy Soul for naming him, 
Nicanor ! O I never ſhall ſleep more! 
Defend me! Whither wander'd my bold Thoughts ! 
Broke looſe from Reaſon, how did they run mad 
And now they are come home all arm*d with Stings, 
And pierce my bleeding Heart. — 

I beg the Gods to diſappoint my Crime, 

Yet almoſt wiſh them deaf to my Deſire ; 

J Jong, repent ; repent, and long again, 

And every Moment differs from the laſt. 

I muſt no longer parley with Deſtruction. 

Auletes, ſeize me, force me to my Chamber, 

There chain me down, and guard me from myſelf ; ; 
Hell nſes in each — tis Time to fly. 


Exeunt. 


Enter Mandane and Rameſes. 


« Kan. 1 hope your Fears have giv'n a falle Alarm. 
| Mand. 


Wah 
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Mand. You've heard my frequent Viſions of the 
Night, 15 | 118 

You know 55 Father's Abſence, Mhron's Paſſion; 

Juſt now T met him, at my Sight he ſtarted, _ 

Then with ſuch ardent Eyes he wander'd o'er me, 

And gaz*d with ſuch Malignity of Love, 

Sending his Soul out to me in a Look 

So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retired, 

Ram. No more; my Friends, (which, as I have 
inform'd you, | 

The Queen. to gall the Tyrant has ſet free) 

Are lodg'd within your Call; th? appointed Signal, 

If Danger threatens, brings them to your Reſcue, 

Mand. Where are they? 

Ram. In the Hall beneath your Chamber? 

Memnon, alone is wanting; he's providing 

For your Eſcape before the Morning Dawn: 

The reſt in Vizors, fearing to be known, 

Have ventur'd thro? the Streets for your Protection. 
Mand. Auſpicious Turn! then I again am happy. 
Ram. Auſpicious Turn indeed! and what compleats 

The Happineſs, the baſe Man that betray'd us 

This Arm laid low : I watch*d him from the King, 

I took him warm, while he with lifted Brow 

Confeſs'd high Thought, and triumph'd in his Mien, 

I thank'd him with my Dagger in his Heart. 

*Tis late, refreſh yourſelf with Sleep, Mandane. 

Exit Mandane. 

So, *tis reſolv'd, if Myron dares attempt | 

So black a Crime, it juſtifies the Blow; 

He dies, and my poor Brother's Ghoſt ſhall ſmile, 

This' Way he bends his Steps, I hate his Sight, 

And ſhall till Death has made it lovely to me. Exit, 


Enter Myron and Auletes. 


Mr. Ohow this Paſſion like a Whirlpool drives me, 
With giddy, rapid Motion round and round, 
I know. not where, and draws in all my Soul 

| O I reaſon 
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I reaſon much; but Reaſon about her, 
And where ſhe i is, all Realan dies . her; 
So black the Night, as if no Star ger ſhone 
In all the wide Expanſe, the Light'ning's Flaſh. 
But ſhews the Darkneſs, and the burſting Clouds 
With Peals of Thunder ſeem to rock the Land: 
Not Beaſtsof Prey dare now from Shelter roam, 
But howl in Dens, and make the Foreſt groan, 
What then am I ? a Monſter yet more fell, 
Than haunts the Wilds?—I am, and threaten more 
My Breaſt is darker than this dreadful Night, 
And feels a fiercer Tempeſt rage within, —— 
I muſt I will — this leads me to her Chamber — 


Did not the Raven croak ? [ðtarting. 
: Aul. J hear her not. 
Mr. By Heav'n, methinks Earth trembles under 
* me, — 


Awake, ye Furies, you are wanting to me, 

O finiſh me in Ill, O take me Whole 
Or Gods confirm me good, without Allay, 

Nor leave me thus at Variance with myſelf; 

Loet me not thus be daſh'd from fide to fide — 

The old Man wept at parting, kneel'd before me, 
Confided in me, gave her to my Care, 

Nor long ſince fay'd my Life — and doubt I full? 
Pm guilty of the Fact, here let me lie, | 
And rather groan for ever in the Duſt, 

And float the Marble Pavement with my Tears, 
Than riſe into a Monſter, [Hings himſelf down. 


| Mandane paſſing at a Diftance, ſpeaks to 4 Servant. 


Mand. Well, obſerve me. 
Before the riſing Sun my Lord arrives, 
To ſeal our Vows the holy Prieſt is with him; 
Watch to receive them at the Weſtern Gate, 
And privately conduct them to my Chamber. [Ex#t. 


Mr. 


— 


Myr. ſtarting up.] O Torment! Racks! aol 
Flames | then ſhe expects him! 
With open Arms! Am I caſt out for ever, 
For ever muſt deſpair, unleſs I ſnatch. . - 
The preſent Moment? She is all/prepar'd, 

Her Wiſhes waking, and her Heart on Fire! 
That tips Thought ſweeps Heay?n and Ran bor 
ore It, | 

And lays all open to the Prince of Egypt ; 
Born to enjoy whateyer: he.delires, - - 
And fling Fear, Anguiſh, and Remorſe behind ThE 
I ſee her Midnight Dreſs, her flowing Hair, 
Her ſlacken'd Boſom, her relenting Mein, 
All the forbidding Forms of Day flung off 
For yielding Softneſs — Om all Confuſion! |. 
I ſhiver.in each Joint! Ah! ſhe was made 
To juſtify the blackeſt Crimes, and gild 
Ruin and Death with her deſtructive Charms. 
Aul. You'll force her then? 

Myr. Thou Villain but to think it. 
No, I'Il ſollicit her with all my Pow'r, 
Conqueſt and Crowns ſhall ſparkle in her Sight. 
If ſhe conſent, thy Prince is bleſs'd indeed, 
Takes Wings, and tow'rs above Mortality: 
If ſhe reſiſt, I put an End to Pain, 
And lay my breathleſs Body at her Feet. 


Mandane paſſing at a Diſtance to her C hamper, 
Myron meets her, 


Mand. Is this well cindy my Lord ? 
Myr. Condemn me not 
Before you hear me; let this Poſture tell you, 


I'm not fo guilty as perhaps your Fears, 
Your commendable, modeſt Fears ſuſ 


Nay, donot go, you know not what to "oP ; 
wou'd receive a Favour, not conſtrain it; 


8 O 2 . Return 
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Return, or good Nicanor, beſt of Fathers, , 
Shall charge you with the Murder of his Friend. 
Mand. And dare you then pronounce that facred 
| „ 
And yet perſiſt! Were you his mortal F oe 
What cou'd your Malice more ? 
Ar. O, Fair Mandane! © 98 
I "5 my Fault, I know your Virtue too, 
But ſuch the Violence of my Diſorder, 
That I dare tempt &en you: Methinks that Guilt 
Has ſomething lovely which proclaims your Pow'r— 
But touch me with your Hand, I die with Bliſs. 
Why ſwells your Eye ? By Heav'n I'd rather ſee 
All Nature mourn, than you let fall a Tear. 
I own: Pm mad, but I am mad of Love: 
You can't condafiin me more, than I myſelf, 
In that we are agreed, agree in all. 
Condemn, but pity me; reſent, but yield; 
For O, I burn, I rave, I die with Love! 1 
And. O Sir! 
Mr. Nay, do not weep ſo, it will kill mes © 
This Niet while I ſpeak, my Eyes are darken'd, 
I cannot ſee thee, and my trembling Limbs 
Refuſe to bear their Weight; all left of Life 
Is that I love, if Love was in our Pew'r, 
The Fault were mine; ſince not, you mutt comply. 
| How God-like to beſtow more heav*nly Joys 
1 Than you can think, and I ſupport and live? 
: | Mand. O, how can you abuſe your ſacred Reaſon, 
That Particle of Heav'n, that Soul of Jove, 
To varniſh o'er and paint ſc black a Crime! 
O Prince! | 
Myr. What ſays Mandane ? 
Mand. Sir, obſerve me, 
My burſting Sighs and ever-ſtreaming Tears; 
Your noble Nature has with Pity ſeen ; 
But wow'd they not work deeper in your Soul, 


Were you convinc'd my Sorrows flow for you? 
For 
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For you, my Lord, they flow, for I am ſafe, 

(I know you are ſurpriz? d) they flow for you; 
Myron, my Father's Friend, my Prince, my Gueſt — 
Myron, my Guardian God, attempts my Peace, 
And need I further Reaſon for theſe. Tears if 

Nature affords no Object of Concern 

So great, as to behold a gen'rous Mind, 

Driv'n by a ſudden Guſt, and daſh'd on Guilt— 
*Tis baſe, you ought not; *tis impracticable z 

You cannot — Make Neceſſity your Choice; 

Nor let one Moment of defeated Guilt, 

Of fruitleſs Baſeneſs, overthrow the Glory 

Your whole illuſtrious Life has dearly bought 

In toilſome 3 and in Fields of Blood. 


E nter - Auletes and Servants. 


Aul. My Lord, your Life? s beſet; the Room beeuh 
Is throng' d with Ruffians, which but wait the Signal 
To ruſh and ſheath their Daggers in your Heart. 

Myr. Betray*d |. curſt Sorcereſs, is was a Plot 
Concerted by them all to take my Life, 
And this the Baitto Nude me to the Foil. 
She dies — 

All. No, firſt enj joy, then murder her — 
Truſt to my Conduct, and you ſtill are ſafe. 
They all are maſk*d. I have my Vizor too, 
But Time is ſhort; for once confide in me. 
You, Sir, for Safety, fly to your Apartment; 

[ To the Prince. 

You bear Mandane to her Cloſet—You [To Servants. 
Speed to the Southern Gate, and burſt it open. 

[ 4s the Servants ſeize TED; ſhe gives the Signal. 

She is born off. 


Enter Rameſes and Conſpirators mast d. 


Ram. The Villain fled ? Perdition intercept him 
Diſperſe, fly ſeveral Ways, let each Man bear 
W3 A _ſeady 


1 D NR 
A ſteady Point well levell'd at his Heart; z 


he eſcapes us now, Succeſs attend him, 
ay he i ever trlumpli. 


As they pale the Stage in Cnfilfen Auletes e, enters 
7 among them. 


Aul. Hal Why halt you! PW 
Purſue, purſue, e en now I faw the Monſter, 
The Villain Myron, with theſe Eyes I ſaw him 
Bearing his Prize ſwift to the Weſtern Gate : 


There, there it burſt, | Lf Noiſe without, 
All. Acway, eee. 
Aul. Tis done, [Without 


Advance the maſly Bar, and all is ſafe; 
Stand here, and with your Lives defend the Pak, 


Enter Myron. 


Mr. I gal atleaſt have Time for Vengeance on her, 
And then I care not if I die. Barbarians! 
Their Swords are pointed at my Life | *Tis well! 
But I will give them an Excuſe for Murder, 
Such, ſuch a Cauſe — Off Love: and ſoft Compaſſion 
Harden each Sinew of my' Heart to Steel. 
Pl. do, what done will ſhock myſelf, and thoſe 
| Whom Time ſets fartheſt from this dreadful Hour, 


Eu Mandane fared in by Auletes. 


©" Mand, By all the Powꝰrs that can revenge a Falſhood, 
I'm innocent from any Thoughts of Blood. 
Myr. Why then your Champions here in Arms ? 
*Tis falſe. 
Mand. Ah let my Life ſuffice you for the Wrong 
70 rg upon me! O my Royal Maſter! 


My 
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My Safety from all 11! my great Defender ! 
Or did my Father but inſult my Tears, 
And give me to your Care to ſuffer Wrong; 
Kill me, but not your Friend, but not my Father ; 
He loves us both, and my ſevere Diſtreſs 
Will ſcarce more deeply wound him than your Guilt. 
[Myron walks paſſionately at a Diſtance, 
Myr. Slaves are you ſworn againſt me? Stop her 
Voie, | | 
And bear her to my Chamber, 
Mand, O Sir! O Myron! 
Behold my Tears — here I will fix for ever — 
I'll claſp your Feet — and grow into the Earth — 
O cut me, hew me — give to ev'ry Limb 
A ſeparate Death — but ſpare my ſpotleſs Virtue, — 
But ſpare my Fame — You wound to diſtant Ages— 
And thro? all Time my Memory will bleed. 
Myr. Diſtraction ! all the Pains of Hell are on me 
a | [4s Servants force in Mandane. 
| Mand. O Mennon! O my Lord! — my Life! where 
| art thou ? [She is born off. 


[Myron expreſſes ſudden Paſſion and Surprize, ſtands 
awhile fixed in Aſtoniſhment, then ſpeaks. 


Myr. As many Accidents concur to work 
My Paſſions up to this unheard-of Crime, 
As if the Gods deſign'd it be it then 
Their Fault, not mine Memnon! ſaid ſhe not Memnon? 
My Heart began to ſtagger, but tis over — 
Heav*n blaſt me if I thought it poſſible 
I could be ſtill more curſt — That hated 
Her Lord, her Life! — I thank her for my Cure 
Of all Remorſe and Pity; this has left me 
Without a Check, and thrown the looſen*d Reins 
On my wild Paſſion to run headlong on ; 
And in her Ruin quench a double Fire, | 
The blended Rage of Vengeance and of Love. 
| O14 Deſtruction 
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Deſtruction full of Tranſport! lo, I come 

Swift on the Wing, to meet my certain Doom: 

I know the Danger, and I know the Shame; 

But like our Phoenix, in ſo rich a Flame 

I plunge Triumphant my devoted Head, 
And doat on Death in that luxurious Bed. 


1 


8 


Aer Ne IL 
Enter Myron in the utmoſt Diſorder, bare-beaded, with- 
out Light, &c. V. alks diſturbedly before he ſpeaks. 


Myr. Enceforth let no Man truſt the firſt falſe Step 
1 Of Guilt, it hangs upon a Precipice, 
Whoſe ſteep Deſcent in laſt Perdition ends 

How far am I plung*d down beyond all Thought 
Which I this Evening fram*d ! — But be it ſo, 
Conſummate Horror! Guilt beyond a Name 

Dare not, my Soul, repent ; in thee Repentance 
Were ſecond Guilt, and thou blaſphem'ſt juſt Heav'n, 
By hoping Mercy. Ah ! my Pain will ceaſe 


When Gods want Pow'r to puniſh, —Ha! the Dawn— 


Riſe never more, O Sun ! let Night prevail, 
Eternal Darkneſs cloſe the World's wide Scene, 
And hide me from Nicanor and myſelf, 


Euter Auletes, 


Who's there ? 
Aul. My Lord? 
Myron. Auletes ? 
Aul, Guard your Life, 


The Houſe is rouz d, the Servants all alarm'd, 


The gliding Tapers dart from Room to Room; 

Solemn Confuſion, and a trembling Haſte 

Mixt with pale Horror, glares on ev'ry Face : 

The ſtrength*ned Foe has ruſh'd upon your Guard, : 
5 Ane 
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And cut their Paſſage thro* them to the Gate, 

Implacable Rameſes leads them on, 

Breathing Revenge, and panting for your Blood. 
Myr. Why, letthem come,let inthe raging Torrent, 

I with the World wou'd riſe in Arms againſt me, 

For I muſt die, and I wou'd die in State. 


The Doors are burſt open, Servants paſs the Stage in Tu- 
mult, Rameſes, Ec. purſue Myron*s Guards over the 
Stage, then Rameſes and Sy 3 enter 1 


Ram. Where's the Prince? 
Spb. The Monſter ſtands at Bay, * 

We can no more than ſhut him from Eſcape 

Till further Force arrive. | 
Ram, O my Syphoces ! 

Syph. This is a Grief, but not for Words. 
Does ſhe ſtill live ? 

| Ram. She lives! — but O how bleſ'd 

Are they which are no more! by Stealth I ſaw het, 

Caſt on the Ground in mourning Weeds ſhe lies, 

Her torn and looſen'd Treſſes ſhade her round, 

Thro' which her Face, all pale as ſhe were dead, 

Gleams like a ſickly Moon; too great her Grief 

For Words or Tears ! but ever and anon 

After a dreadful, ſtill, inſiduous Calm, 

Collecting all her Breath, long, long ſuppreſs'd, 

She ſobs her Soul out in a lengthen'd Groan, 

So ſad, it breaks the Heart of all that hear, 

And ſends her Maids in Agonies away. | 
Spb. O Tale, too mournful to be thought on! 
Ram. Hold 

No, let her Virgins weep, forbear Syphoces, 

Tear out an Eye, but damp not our Revenge, 

Diſpatch your Letters; PI go comfort her. | 

[ A Servant ſpeaks fide to Rameſes. Exit Syphoces. 


And has ſhe then commanded none approach her? 
Pm ſorry for it, but I cannot blame her. 


Such 
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Such is the 4 Il. that it GT * 
All offer*d Cure into a new Diſeaſe, _ 
It ſhuns our 15 and Comfort gives her Pain, 


- Re-enter 8 


Syphb. Your Father is return'd; redundant Nile 
Broke from its Channel, overſwells the Pats, 
And ſends him back to wait the Waters Fall. 
Ram. And is he then return'd ? —1 tremble for 
him. 


I fee his white Head rolling in the Dult: 


But haſte, it is our Duty to receive him, Exit. 


Enter Myron. 


* feel a Pain of which I am not worthy, 
A Pain, an Anguith, which the honeſt Man 
Alone deſerves.—Is it not wondrous ſtra 
That I who ſtabb'd the very Heart of Nature, 
Should have ſurviving ought of Man about me? 
And yet I know not ons of Gratitude 
And Friendſhip ſtill the 1 Sparks ſurvive. 
And poor Nicanor's Torments pierce my Soul. 


Confuſion ! he's return d. Starting. 
Enter Nicanor. 
Nic. My Prince [ Advancing to embrace. 
8 My Friend | 
[ Turning * and hiding bis Face. 
Nic. I interrupt you. 
Myr. I had thee there. | [Smiting his Breaft. 
Ne thou cam'ſt, my Thoughts were bent upon 
thee. | 
Nic. O Sir, you are too kind ! 
Myr. Death ! Tortures! Hell! [ Aſide. 


Nic. What ſays my Prince ? 
Mr. 
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r. A ſudden Pain, 
To which Pm ſubject, ſtruck a- crofs my Heart: 
»Tis paſt, Pm well again. 
Nic. Heav'n guard your Health. 
Myr. Doft thou then wiſh it? 
Nic. Am] then diftruſted ? 
Then when I fav*d your Life, 1 did the leaſt 
I &er wou'd do to ſerve you. 
Myr. Barbarous Man ! 
Nic. What have I done, my Prince, which way 
offended ? 
Has not my Life, my Soul been yours? ? 
Myr, Oh! Oh ! 
Mr. By Heav'n I'm wrong' d, ſpeak and I'll clear 
myſelf. [Takes him by the Hand. 
Myr. I'm Poiſon and Deſtruction, curſe thy Gods, 
Pl kill thee in ara" 1 my Brain 
Away, away, awa Shoves im Vun bim, goi 
M. Do. Kill A 1 Lag. 
You ſhall not go, I 60 demand the Cauſe, 
Which has put forth thy Hand againſt thy Father 
For thus eres d, Fll do myſelf the Jaftice, 
To tell thee, Youth, that I des erve that Name, 
Nor have thy Parents lov'd thee more than 1. 


Myr. 1 hear them, they are on me — Looſe thy 
Hold, 


Or I will plant my Dagger in thy Breaſt, 


Nic. Your Dagger's needleſs! 0 ungrateful Boy! 


Myr. Forgive me, Father, O my Soul bleeds for 
thee, [ Embrace, 


As be is going out, Auletes meets bim, and Hauer 
lo him gde. 


What, no Eſcape ? on ev'ry Side inclos'd 
Then I reſolve to periſh by his Hand, 

*Tis juſt I ſhou'd, and meaner Death I ſcorn. 
But how to work him to m Fate, to ſti 
His Paſſion up ſo high, will be a Taſk 


To 
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To me ſevere, as difficult as ſtrange. 
Support me, cruel Heart, it muſt be done. ¶ Aide. 
ic. Now from my very Soul, I cannot tell 
But *tis Enchantment all, for Things ſo ſtrange 
Have happen'd, I might well diſtruſt my Senſe; 
But if mine Eyes are true, I plainly read 
A Heart in Anguiſh, and I mult confeſs 
Your Grief 1s juſt — It was inhuman in you —— 
But tell the Cauſe, unravel from the Bottom 
The Myſtery that has embroil'd our Loves, 
(For ſtill, my Prince, I love, ſince you repent.) 
What Accident depriv'd me of my Friend, 


And loſt you to yourſelf? 


Mr. A Traitor's Sight! 
Nic. Beneath my Roof ? | 
Hr.: Beneath thy very Helmet, 


Thouart a Traitor, Guard thyſelf. [ Draws. | 


Nic. Diſtraction | 
Traitor! — For ſtanding by your Father's Throne; 
And ſtemming the wild Stream that roars againſt it 
Of Rebel Subjects, and of foreign Foes ? 

For training thee. to Glory and to War? 

For taking chee from out thy Mother's Arms 
A mortal Child, and kindling in thy Soul 
'The noble Ardors of a future God ? 

Farewel, I dare not truſt my Temper more. 

Myr, Gray-headed, venerable Traytor! 


4 Euter Rameſes. 


Ha 
Turn, turn Blaſphemer, and repreſs thy Taunts; 
All Provocation's needleſs, but thy Sight. 
[ He aſſaults the Prince, Nicanor hinders him. 
Nic. Forbear, my Son. | 
Ram, Forbear ? | 
Nic. If I am calm, 


Ram, 
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Ram. No, tis my own Revenge, 
Unleſs, Sir, you diſown me for your Son. 
Nic. Thy Sword againſt thy Prince? 

Ram, A Villain, 

Nic. Hold. ; 

Ram. The worſt of Villains. 

Nic. *Tis too much, 

Ram. O Father 

Nic. What wouldſt thou? 

Ram. Sir, your Daughter 

Nic. Rightly thought; 
She beſt can comfort me in all my Sorrow : 
Call, call Mandane; to behold my Child 
Wou'd chear me in the Agonies of Death; 
Call her, Rameſes— Am I W '@ : 

Ram, O Sir! ; 

Nic. What mean thoſe Tranſports of Concern ? © 
Ram. Though I'm an Outcaſtfrom your Love, I weep, 
To open your black Scene of Miſery. 

Nic. Where will this end ? —— O my fore-bod- 

ing Heart! 

Rom. Should he, to whom, as to a God, at parting, 
You gave, with ſtreaming Eyes, your SouPs Delight, 
While yer your laſt Embrace was warm about him, 
Gloomy and dreadful as this ſtormy Night, 

Ruſh on your Child, your Comfort, your Mandane, 
All ſweet and lovely as the bluſhing Morn, 

Seize her by Force, now trembling, breathleſs, pale, 
Proftrate in Anguiſh, tearing up the Earth, 
Imploring, ſhrieking to the Gods and you. 

O hold my Brain ! — Look there, and think the reſt, 


The back Scene opens. A darken'd Chamber, a Bed, and 
the Curtains drawn. Women paſs out, weeping, &c. 
Nicanor falls back on Rameſes. 


Nic. Is't poſſible! — my Child! my only Daughter 
The Growth of my own Life! that ſweeten'd Age : 
AnC 


As Height of Happiness. [Scene /buts on them, 


And-pour you out in Sorrow ? then fly far, 
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And Pain! — O Nature bleeds within me! 
Mand. Wor not, my Virgins, . ceaſe your uſtleſ 
| EATS, 
Kindneſs is thrown away upon Deſpair, 
And but provokes the Sorrow it wou'd eaſe. 
Nic. Aſſiſt me forwards. _ - 
Mand. Moſt unwelcome News! _ 
Is he return'd? The Gods ſupport my Father, 
I now begin to wiſh he lov'd me leſs. 
Nic. There, there ſhe pierc'd thevery tend*reſt Nerve: 
She pities me, dear Babe, ſhe pities me: 
Through all the raging Tortures of her Soul 


She feels my Pain! but hold, my Heart, to chank her, 


Then burſt at once, and let the Pangs of Death 
Put Myron from my Thought. [Goes to her. 

Mand. Seveteſt Fate | 
Has done its worſt—T've drawn my Father's Tears. — 

Nic, Forbear to call me by that tender Name; 
Since I can't help thee, I _—_ in 5 
Thou art a Part ef me — it only ſharpen 
Thoſe Pangs, which, if a hd I ſhould feel, — 

O ſpare me, my Mandane ; to behold thee 
In ſuch Exceſs of Sorrow, quite deſtroys me, 
And I ſhall die, and leave thee unreveng'd. 

Mand. O Sir, there are Misfortunes moſt ſevere, 
Which yet can bear the Light, and well ſuſtain'd 
Adorn the Sufferer. — But this Affliction 
Has made Deſpair a Virtue, and demands 
Utter Extinction, and eternal Night, 


Enter en 


R O my Sypboces ! 


Syph. And does this move you, does this mel you 
down, 


Ere 
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*Fre Memnon comes; he comes with fluſhing Check, 
And beating Heart to bear a Bride away, 
And bleſs his Fate; how dreadfully deceiv*d! 


| Kan. The melancholy Sona leg bein. 


Emer Maſon. 


Aden O's give me Leary. | 
To yield to WE and indulge my Joy, 
My Friend! My Brother O the Ecſtacy 
That fires my Veins, and dances at my Heart! 
You love me not, if you refuſe to join 
In all the juſt Extravagance, and Flight ä 
Of boundleſs Tranſport on this happy Hour. 
Where is my Soul, my Bliſs, my lovely Bride! 
Call, call her forth ; O haſte, the Prieſt expects us, 
And ev'ry Moment is a Crime to Love. 
Ram. Speak to him.—Pr'ythee ſpeak. [To Syph. 
Syph. By Heav'n I cannot. 
- Mem. What can this mean? 
Ram. Syphoces. 
Sypb. Nay, Rameſes, 
Mem. By all the Gods they ſtruggle with their Sor- 
| rows, 
And ſwallow down their Tears to hide them from me, 
Buy Friendſhip's ſacred Name, I charge you, ſpeak. 


[They look. on bim with the utmoſt Concern, and gp 
out on different Sides of the Stage. 


Was eyer Man thus left to dreadful Thought, 

And all the Horrors of a black Surmiſe 

What Woe is this too big to be expreſs'd ? 

O my fad Heart! Why bod'ſt thou ſo ſeverely ? 
Mandane's Life's in Danger! There indeed; 
Fortune, I fear thee ſtill ; her Beauties arm thee, 
Her Virtues make thee dreadful to my Thought : 
But for my Love how I cou'd laugh at Fate 


Enter 
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And Pain! — O Nature bleeds within mat 

Mand. Veep. not, my Virgins, ceaſe your uſeleſs 

cars, | 

Kindneſs is thrown away upon Deſpair, 
And but provokes the Sorrow it wou'd cafe, 

Nic. Aſſiſt me forwards. _ - 

Mand. Moſt unwelcome News! _ 
Is he return'd? The Gods ſupport my Father, 
I now begin to wiſh he lov'd me lels. - 

Nic. There, there ſhe pierc'd thevery tend'reſt Nerve: 

She pities me, dear Babe, ſhe pities me: 
Through all the raging Tortures of her Soul | 
She feels my Pain! but hold, my Heart, to thank her, 
Then burſt at once, and let the Pangs of Death 
Put Myron from my Thought. [Goes to ber, 

Mand. Seveteſt Fate x 
Has done its worſt I've drawn my Father's Tears. — 

Nic, Forbear to call me by t tender Name; 
Since I can't help thee, I —. in — 

Thou art a Part of me — it only ſharpen 

Thoſe Pangs, which, if a Ms I ſhould ſee], — 
O ſpare me, my Mandane ; to behold thee = 
In ſuch Exceſs of Sorrow, quite deſtroys me, 
And I ſhall die, and leave thee unreveng'd. 

Mand. O Sir, there are Misfortunes moſt ſevere, 
Which yet can bear the Light, and well ind 
Adorn the Sufferer. — But this Affliction 
Has made Deſpair a Virtue, and demands 
Utter Extinction, and eternal Night, 

As Height of Happineſs, [ Scene ;ſouts on them. 


Enter Syphoces, 


Ram. O my Sypboces ! 


Syph. And — this move you, does this nicks you 
don, 


And pour you out in Sorrow ? then fly far, 
'Ere 


— 


K IBO SEG vr. 207 


Ere Memnon comes; he comes with fluſhing Check, 
And beating Heart to bear a Bride away, 
And bleſs his Fatè; how dreadfully deceiv'd! 


| | Ram. The melancholy Scene a lengh begins 
| Ap | Enter Menon, | 


- Mem. O 8 me Leaye 
To yield to Nature, and indulge my Joy, 
My Friend! My Brother O the Ecſtacy 
T bl fires my Veins, and dances at my Heart! 
You love me not, if you refuſe to join 
In all the jaſt Extravagance, and Flight | 
Of boundleſs Tranſport on this happy Hour. 
Where is my Soul, my Bliſs, my lovely Bride! 
Call, call her forth; O haſte, as Prieſt expects us, 
And ev'ry Nioment is a Crime to Love. 
Ram. Speak to him.—Pr' ythee ſpeak. [To Syph. 
Syph. By Heav'n I cannot. 
- Mem. What can this mean? 
Ram. Syphoces. 
Sb. Nay, Rameſes, 
Mem. By all the Gods they ſiruggle with theirSor- 
rows, 
And ſwallow down their Tears to hide them from me, 
By Friendſhip's ſacred Name, I charge you, ſpeak. 


[They look on him with the utmoſt Concern, and g 
out on different Sides of the Stage. 


Was eyer Man thus left to dreadful Thought, 

And all the Horrors of a black Surmiſe! 

What Woe is this too big to be expreſg'd ? 

O my fad Heart! Why bod'ſt thou fo ſeverely ? 
Mandane's Life's in Danger! There indeed; 
Fortune, I fear thee ſtill ; her Beauties arm thee, 
Her Virtues make thee dreadful to my Thought: 
But for my Love how I cou'd laugh at Fate 


Enter 


5 5 . 
Eur a Servant, and gives bims a P, Pape. He . 


Enter Ss =. 22 ge an fall on — 


Ram. I were happy if his Soul wou'd ne'er return; 

The Gods may ſtill be merciful in this. 

His Lids begin to riſe. — How fares my Friend ? 
Mem, Did "i: od feel my * you'd pity Tum, 


Enter INVES | 


Sypb. Faint g beneath the Oppreſſion of her dne, 
This way Mandane ſeeks the freſher Air:: 
Let us withdraw; *twill pain her to be ſeen, 
And moſt of all by you. | 
-* . Mem. By my own Heart, 
J judge, and am convinc'd. — I dare not fee her, 
The Sight wou'd ſtrike me dead, | 


[45 Memnonzs going, Mandanemeets him; both ſtart 
back, ſbe ſorieks, Memnon recovers himſelf, and 
WF at ber Knees, embracing them ; ſhe tries to diſ. 
engage, he not permitting, ſhe raiſes him, he takes 
ber pationately in his Arms. They continue Speech- 
8 6 and en for ſome Time. 


Ram. Was ever mournful Interview like this? 
See how they writhe with Anguiſh! hear them groan! 
See the large ſilent Dew run trickling down, 
As from the weeping Marble; Paſſion choaks 
Their Words, and they're the Statues of Deſpair ! 
Mem. O my Mangdane ! 
IA this ſhe violently breaks from him, and Exit. 
But one Moment more. 
IA Memnon is following, Rameſes holds him. 
Ram. Brother 
Mem, Forgive me 
Ram. You're to blame. 
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Mm. Look there. Pointing r her. 
My Heart is burſting. 

— With Revenge. 

Mem. And Love. 

Ram. Revenge. 

Mem, One dear Exiibrate; *twill edge my Sword. 

Fyb. No, Memnon, if our Swords now want an 

| Edge, 

"They'll want for ever; to this Spot I charm thee 3 5 
By the dread Words, Revenge and Liberty |! 
This is the Criſis of our Fates, this Moment 
The guardian Gods of Egypt hover o'er us, 
They watch to ſee us act like prudent Men, 
And out of Ills extract our Happineſs. 
My Friends, theſe dire Calamities, like Poiſon, | 
May have their wholeſome Uſe! this fad Occaſion, 
If manag d artfully, revives our Hopes; 
It gives Nicanor to our ſinking Faction, 
And ſtill the Tyrant ſhakes. | 

Ram, My Father comes ; 
Or ſnatch this Moment, or deſpair for ever. 
While Paſſions glow, the Heart, like heated Steel, 
Takes each RIES , and is work'd at Pleaſure, 


Enter Nicanor, 


Nie. Why have the Gods choſe out my weakeſt 
Hours, 

To ſet their Terrors in Array againſt me ? 
This wou'd beat down the Vigour of my Youth, 
Much more gray Hairs, and Life worn down ſo Tow: 
Vain Man! to be fo fond of breathing long, 
And ſpinning out a Thread of Miſery. 
The longer Life the greater Choice of Evil ; 
The happieſt Man is but a wretched Thing, 
That ſteals poor N from Compariſon; 


What 
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What then am 1? here will I ſit me 3 FP 
Brood o'er my Cares, and think myſelf to Death. 
Draw near, Rameſes ; I was raſh erewhile, 

And chid thee without a Cauſe, — 1 many Years 
Have I been cas'd in Steel ? 

Full threeſcore Years + .._. 

5 chang d the Seaſons o'er your creſted Brow, 
And N your Fauchion dy'd in hoſtile Blood. 

- Nic. How many Triumphs ſince the King has 
reign d. 
Ram. They number juſt your Battles, one for one. | 
Nic. True, I have fallow'd the rough Trade of 
War 

With ſome Succeſs, and can without a Blum 

Review the ſhaken Fort, and ſanguine Plain. 
Lhave thought Pain a Pleaſure, Thirſt and Toil 
Bleſt Objects of Ambition; I remember, 

(Nor do my Foes forget that bloody Day:) 
When the barb'd Arrow from my gaping Thigh 
Was wrench'd with Labour, I diſdain'd to * 

Becauſe I ſuffer*d for Bufiris* Sake. 

'Ram, The King 1s not to blame. 

Nic. Is not the Prince his Son? 

Ram. But in himſelf 
Nic. And has he loſt his Guilt, 2 ing in Paſſion, 

*Cauſe he has injur*d me? Frewhile thy Blood 
Was kindled at his Name. Did'ſt Thou not tell me 
A ſhameful black Deſign on poor Amelia? 

O Memnon ! what a glorious Race is this, 

To make the Gods a Party in our Cauſe, 

And draw down Bleſſings on us! 

— Mem. He that ſupports them 
In ſuch black Crimes, is Sharer of their Guilt. 
Nic. Point out the Man, and with theſe wither'd | 
Hands be 
Fd fly upon his Throat, tho? he were lodg'd 
Within the Circle of Byfris' Arms. 


Rem, 
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Ram. He that prevents it not when in his Power, 

Supports them in their eren of F Guilt, 

And you ate He: tf no? » I. Ai 
Nic. Thou raviſt; 5 | | 
Syph. The Army's yours. 14 

I've ſounded every Chief ; but wave your * 

Thouſands fall off F the Tyrant's Side, and leave him 

Naked of Help, and open to Deſtruction. 

But ſweep his Minions, cut a Padder's Throat, 

Or lop a Sycophant, the Work is done. 
Ne. What wou'd you have me do? [Starting. 

- Mem, Let not your Heart 

Fly off from your own Thought, be truly Great, | 

Reſent your Country's Sufferings as your own. . 

5 generous: Soul is not confin'd at home, 

ut ſpreads itſelf abroad o'er all the Publick, 

And feels for every Member of the Land. _ 

What have we ſeen for twenty rolling Years, * 

But one long Tract of Blood or, what is worſe, 

Throng' d Dungeons pouring forth perpetual Groans, 

And free- born Men oppreß' d! Shall half Mankind 

Be doom'd to curſe the Moment of their Birth? 

Shall all the Mother's Fondneſs be employ'd 

To rear them up to Bondage, give them Strength 

To bear Afflictions, and ſupport their Chains? 
Syph. To you the valiant Youth muſt humbly bend, 

[ Kneeling. 

And beg that Nature's Gifts, the vigorous Nerve, 

And graceful Port deſign'd to bleſs the World, 

And take your great Example in the Field, 

May not be forc'd by Lewdneſs in high! Place, 

To other Tolls, to labour for Diſeaſe, 

To wither in a loath'd Embrace, and die 

At an inglorious Diſtance from the Foe. 

Ram, To you Amelia lifts her Hands for Safety. 
[ Kneeling. 
2 To you — To you — [ Burſting into Tears. 
2 Nic. 
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Nic. By Heav*n he cannot ſpeak. = —1 underſtand 

thee, 

Riſc—Riſe —my 3 Riſe all; your Work i is done 3 
They periſh all, theſe Creatures of my Sword, / 

Have I not ſeen whole Armies vaulted oer 

With flying Javelins, which ſhut out the Day, 

And fell in rattling Storms at my Command, 

To ſlay, and bury proud Bufris? Foe? = 

He lives and reigns, for I have been his Friend; 

But I'll unmake him, and plough up the Ground, 
Where his proud Palace ſtands, [Exit. 

Mem. O my Manaane ! | 

The Gods by dreadful Means beſtow Succeſs, 

And in their Vengeance moſt ſeverely bleſs : 

From thy bright ſtreaming Eyes our Troy flow, 
The Tyrant falls, Mandane ſtrikes the Blow. 
So the fair Moon, when Seas ſwell high, and pour 
A waſteful Deluge on the trembling Shore, 
Inſpires the Tumult from her clouded Throne, | 
Where ſilent, penſive, pale, ſhe ſits alone, C 
And all the diſtant Ruin is her own. pit Cul 


ACT 
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Ar. n 
8 C E NE, The Field. 
Enter Bu firs and Auletes. An Alarum at Diſtance. 


Buſ. W Elcome the Voice of War! tho? loud the 
Sound, 

Ir faintly ſpeaks the Language of my Heart, 
It whiſpers what I mean. But fay, Auletes, 
What urge theſe forlorn Rebels in Excuſe 
For choofing Ruin ? 

Aul. Various their Complaints 
But ſome are loud, that while your heavy Hand 
Preſſes whole Millions with inceſſant Toil, 
(Tolls fitter far for Beaſts than human Creatures) 
In building Wonders for the World to gaze at, 
Weeds are their Food, their Cup the muddy Nite. 

Bu. Do they not build for Me ? Let that reward 

them. 

Yes, I will build more Wonders to be gaz'd at, 
And temper all my Cement with their Blood, 
Whoſe Pains and Art reform'd the puzzled Year, 
Thus drawing down the Sun to human Uſe, 

And making him their Servant? who puſh'd off 
With Mountain Dams the broad redundant Nile 
Deſcended from the Moon, and bid it wander 

A ſtranger Stream in unaccaſtom'd Shores 

Who from the Ganges to the Danube reigns ? 

But Virtues are forgot Away to Arms! 

I call to mind my glorious Anceſtry, 

Which for ten thouſand rolling Years renown'd 
Shines up into Eternity itſelf, . 
And ends among the Gods. An Alarum. 


3 Enter 
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Enter Memnon. 


Aul. The Rebel braves us. | | 
Buſ. Hold, let our Weapons thirſt one Meine 
longer; 

And Death ſtand ſtill, *tis he receives s my Nod. — 
Whom meet I in the Midſt of my own Realm, 
With bold Defiance on his Brow ? 

- Mem, The Slave, 18 5 17 
Whom Dread Bujris lately laid in Chains, 
An Emblem of his Country, 

Buſ. Is it thus 
You thank my royal Bounty? 

Mem. Thus you thank'd the good Artave, 
Thus you thank'd my Father. 

Byſ. What I have done, conclude moſt right and juſt, 
For I have done it, and the Gods alone 
Shall aſk me Why ; Thou liv'ſt, altho* they fell; 
And if they fell unjuſtly, greater Thanks 
Are due from Thee, whom een Injuſtice ſpar'd. 

Mem. Thy an are Wrongs, they mean to 

| oot 
My injur'd Soul, and ſteal it from Revenge. 


Buſ. Turn back thine Eye, behold thy Fro9ps are 
EF 
Thy Nen are rarely ſprinkled o'er the F icld, 
55 yet thou carrieſt Millions on thy Tongue. 

5 All, thy Blood-thirſty Sword has laid in Duſt 
Are on my Side, they come in bloody Swarms, 
And throng my Banners ; thy unequal'd Crimes 
Have made thee weak, and rob my _— —— 

Bu ſ. Ha 

Mem. Nay, ſtamp not, Tyrant; I can ſtamp as 
And raiſe as many Dæmons at the Sound. 

Buſ. I wear a Diadem. . 

Mem. And I a Sword. l 


Ba. Yet, yet ſubmit, I give thee Life. 


g>— 1 
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Mem, Secure your own': : | 
No —_ Bufiris, bid the Sun farewel. 
Buſ. Bufiris, and the Sun ſhould ſet teur! 
If this Day's angry Gods ordain my Fate, | 
Know thou, I fall like ſome vaſt Pyramid, 
I bury Thouſands in my great Deſtruction, _ - -- 
And thou the firſt.— Slave! in the Front of Battle; 
There thou ſhalt find me. 
Mem. Thou ſhalt find me there, | 
And have well paid that Gratitude I owe, [ Exeunt. 


A continued Alarum, 
Enter Myro ron and Nicanor meeting. 


Nic. Does not mine Eye ſtrike Horror through 
thy Soul, 
And ſhake the Weapon from thy trembling Arm ? 
Baſe Boy ! The Foulneſs of thy Guilt ſecures Thee 
From my Reproach, I dare not name thy Crime. 
Myr. Old Man, didſt thou ſtand up in thy own 
Caule, | 
I then ſhou*d be afraid of fourſcore Years, | 
And tremble at gray Hairs; but ſince thy F renzy 
Has lent thoſe venerable Locks to caſt 
A Gloſs of Virtue on the blackeſt Crime, | 
Accurſt Rebellion | This gives back my Heart, 
With all its Rage, and Pm a Man again. 
Nic. Come on, and uſe that Force in Arms, I 
taught the: ; 
I'll now reſume the Life I gave ſo late. 

Myr. 1 grieve thou haſt but half a Life to loſe, - 
And doſt defraud my Vengeance — At my Touch 
Thou moulder ſt into Duit, and art forgotten. 

[Preparing to fight, Myron ftops fore. 
Ah, no! I cannot fight with thee, begone 


. | * And 
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And ſhake elſewhere; thou canſt not want a Death 
In ſuch a Field, though I refuſe it to thee. 

Rameſes, Menon, give them to my Sword. 
Suſtain'd by Thouſands; but to fly from thee, 
From thee, moſt injur*d Man, ſhall be my Praiſe, 
And riſe above the Conqueſt of my Foes. . 

Mic. Tis not old Age, th avenging Gods purſue thee! 


[He retires before Nicanor off the Stage. A loud Alarum. 
| Enter Buſiris and Auletes in Purſuit. 


Buſ. *Tis well, J like this Madneſs of the Field; 
Let heighter*d Horrors, and a Waſte of Death 
Inform the World, Bufris is in Arms, 

But then I grudge the Glory of my Sword 
To Slaves and Rebels; while they die by me, 
They on my Vengeance, and ſurvive in Fame, 

Aul. I panted after in the Paths of Death, 

And cou'd not but from far behold your Plume 

Oferſhadow ſlaughter'd Heaps, while your bright 
Helm 

Struck a diſtinguiſh*d Terror through the F ield, 

The diſtant Legions trembling as it Plaz d. 

Bu. Think not a Crown alone lights up boy Name, 
My Hand is deep in Fight. Forbid it, s 
That whilſt By/iris treads the ſanguine Field, 

The foremoſt Spirit of his Hoſt ſhou'd conquer 

But by Example, and beneath the Shade 

Of this high brandiſh'd Arm. Didſt thou e'er fear? 

Sure 'tis an Art, I know not how to fear. 

*Tis one of the few Things beyond my Power; 
And if Death muſt be fear'd before tis felt, 

Thy Maſter is immortal, O Auetes —— 

But while I ſpeak, they live! 

Where fall the Coming Cataracts of Nile, 
The Mountains PEE and the Waters boil ; 


Like 
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Like them P11 ruſh, like them my Fury pour, 


And give the future World one Wonggr more. 
I [Exeunt, 


Enter Myron engaged with a Party ; his Plume is ſmit- 
ten . He drives the Foe,” and returns. 


Mr. When Death's ſo near, but dares not venture 

on us, 

*Tis Heaven's Regard, a kind of Salutation, 

Which to ourſelves our own Importance ſhews; — 

Faint as I am, and almoſt ſick of Blood, 

There is one Cordial would revive me ftill ; 

The Sight of — place that F end before 
me, | [ Exit. 


Enter Memnon, 


Mem. Where, where's the Prince? O give him 
to my Sword |! 
His tall white Plume, which like a high-wrought Foam 
Floated on the tempeſtuous Stream of Fight, _ 
Shew*d where he ſwept the Field; I follow'd a 
But my Approach has turn'd him into Air = 


Enter Myron, 


The Fight but now begins ! 

Myr. Why, who art thou a? 

Mem. Prince I am bel. 

Myr. Memnon. Diſdainfully. 

Mem. No I'm Mandane. | 

Myr, Ha 

Mem. She's here, ſhe's here, ſhe's all: Her Wrongs 
and Virtues! [Striking bis Head and Breaſt. 

Virtues and Wrongs! Thou worſe than Murderer ! 


. Myr, 


BUSIRTS, 


Myr. I chargetheename her not, her thi Croak 
With 44 IH. omen'd Note. 


em. Mandane 
r. Be ies 
When I reflect on her mean Love for thee, 
And Plot againſt my Life, my Pain is leſs. 
Mem. Tis falſe; ſhe meant, ſne knew it not; Rameſes, 
He, only he, was conſcious of the Thought. 
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1 "Myr. Then Pm a Wretch indeed! 


Mem. As ſuch I'll uſe thee: | 
Il cruſh thee like ſame Poiſon on the lk” 
Then haſte and cleanſe me inthe Blood of Men. 
Myr. I thank thee for this Spirit which exalts thee 
Into a Foe, I need not bluſh to meet. 
Now from my Soul, it joys me thou art found, 
And found alive; by Heav n, ſo much I hate * 
I fear*d that thou waſt dead, and hadſt eſcap'd me: 
PIl drench my Sword in thy dereſted Blood, 
Or ſoon make thee Immortal by my own. 
Villiain ! 
Mem, Myron ! 
Myr. Rebel! 
Mem. Myron ! 
Myr. Hell! 
* Mem. Mandane! [Myron falls. 
r. Juſt the Blow, and juſter ſtill, 
Becauſe imbitter*d to me by that Hand 
1 moſt deteſt; which gives my Soul an Earneſt 
Ol vaſt unfathomable Woes to come, 
That dreadful Dowry for my dreadful Love. 
J leave the World my Miſery*s Example, 
If us'd aright, no trivial Legacy. [ Dies. 


Enter Syphoces. 


Syph, My Lord, I bring you.moſt unwelcome News. 
As poor Mandane wander'd near the Field, x 
| 5 | £ 


8. 
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In hope to ſee her Injuries reveng d; 
Thoughteß of any Suff rings but the paſt, 


A Party of the Foe. ſaw, ſeiz d, and bore her off. - 


Mem, Veng'ance and C onqueſt now are triv al 
Things 


Love made their Prize *tis impious! in my Soul 
To entertain a 'Thought but of her Reſcue. 


Now, now, I plunge i into the thickeſt War, 
As ſome bold Diver from a Precipice 


Into mid Ocean to regain a Gm, 

Whoſe Loſs impoveriſh'd Kings to bor. þ it back) | 

Or ſee * r no more. | [Exeunt, 
- Enter Mandane Priſoner. 


_ ,Mand. A gen*rous Foe will hear his Captive ſpeak 3 


A Benefit thus kneeling I implore: 
Let one of all thoſe Swords that glitter round me, 
Vouchſafe to hide its Point within my Breaſt. 


Enter Memnon. 


Mem. Ah Villains! curſed Atheiſts! Can you bear 


That Poſture from that Form ? What, what are Num- 
| bers, 


When I behold thoſe Eyes? Not minethe Glory, 
That ſingly thus I —— a Hoſt of Foes. 
Inhuman Robbers! O bring back my Soul. 


[They force ber eff, he ruſhes in upon them and is later. 


Poor Comfort to Mankind that they can loſe | 
Their Lives but once — But Ol a thouſand Times 
Be torn from what they love. 


Enter Rameſcs. 


Ram. Far have I waded in the bloody Field, 
Laborious through the ſtubborn Ranks of War, 


6 And 


_n 
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And trac'd thee in a Labyrinth of Death; | 
But thus to find thee! — Better find Thee Dead! | 
"Theſe. Slaves will uſe Thee ill. 
; Mem, Of that no more 
Myron is Dead, and by this Arm. 
Ram. I thank Thee. 
All my few Spirits left exult with Joy. 
Pll chaſe and ſcourge him nen e lower 
World. . 471 
Mem, Alas thou bleed l 
Ram. Curſe on the Tyrant's Sword, 
I bleed to Death. But cou'd not Jeave the World. 
Without a laſt Embrace. Juſt now I met 
The poor Mandane. 
Mem. Quickly ſpeak. What faid ſhe ? 
Ram, Nothing ö Comfort. Ceaſe to aſk me 
farther, 
If you meet more, your Meeting will be fad. 
Your Arm, I faint— Ah what is Human Life? 
How like the DiaPs tardy-moving Shade 
Day after Day ſlides from us unperceiv'd ! 
The cunning Fugitive is ſwift by Stealth, 
Too ſubtle is the Movement to be feen, 
"Yet ſoon the Hour is up- and we are gone. 
Farewell, I pity Thee. [ Dies. 
' Mem. Farewell, brave Friend! 
Wou'd I cou'd bear Thee Company to Reſt, 
But Life in all its Terrors ſtands before me, 
And ſhuts the Gate of Peace againſt my Wiſhes.— 
Do I not hear a Peal of diſtant Thunder? | 
And ſee, a ſudden Darkneſs ſhuts the Day, 
And quite blots out the Sun— but what to me; 
The Colour of the Sky ? A Death-cold Dew 
Hangs on my Brow, and all my ſlacken'd Joints 
Are ſhook without a Cauſe — A Groan|! from 
whence ? | 
Again! And no one near me? Vain Deluſion ! 
10 e 
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Vet not I fear in vain! ſome Ill is tow'rds me, 
More dreadful ſure than all that's paſt. eee 
] hop*d ſhe was at Peace, and paſt the reach 
Of this ill News, but ſuch my wayward Fate 


I cannot aſk a Curſe, but *tis deny'd me: 
And cou'd I wiſh 1 ne'er could ſee her more? 


"& 1er Mandane guarded. 


Mand. This is my Brother ; a ſhort Privacy 
Is a ſmall Fayour you may grant a Foe. 
Guard. Let it be ſhort, we may not wait your 
leiſure. 
Mem. *Tis wondrous ſtrange, there's ſomething 
| holds me from her, 
And keeps this Foot faſt rooted to the Ground. 
This is the laſt time I ſhall ever pray. 
To me, Ye Gods, confine your threaten*dVengeance, 
And I will bleſs your Mercies while I ſuffer, 


[Memnon and Mandane advance flowly to 
Front of the Stage. 


Mand. What didſt thou pray for? 
Mem, For thy Peace. 
Mand. Twas kind: 

But oh: thoſe Hands in Bonds deny the Bleſſing, 
For which they earneſtly were rais'd to Heav'n 
Mem, I fear ſo too; what we have yet to do 

Muſt be ſoon done; this Meeting is our laſt. 

How ſhall we uſe it ? 
Mand. How? Conſult thy Chains, 

And my Calamities. 

Mem. Sad Counſellors, 

And cruel their Advice Are there no other? 
Mand. I look around —— And find no ye 

of Hope, 
A perfect Night of Horror and Deſpair ! 


2% ð ͤ SRS 


Mem. Of Horror and Deſpair, indeed, Nandane] 
Canſt thou believe me? Nay, can I ere 
My Self? the laſt thing that I words _ Was — a= 
falſe. 2 
The weight: of my Mixforranc hurts my Mind. 
Man. Was what?; 
| Mem. ] dare not think, to ins is to look Ae 
A Precipice ten thoumnd Fathom deep, 
That turns my Brain — Oh! Oh! | 
Mand, Menmon, no more : 21 
That Silence and thoſe Tears nod - no Explaining 
And it is kind with ſuch ſevere Reluctance 
To think upon my Death though neceſſary. 
| Mem, Ah hold! You Plast: a thouſand Dagger 
eber 53 0: y 
Talk not of Dying - — by” Sifowb the Thought: ; 
Right is not Right, and Reaſon is not Reaſon, * 
All is Diſtraction when 1 look on Thee. 
O all ye pitying Gods ! daſh out from Nature 
Your Stars, your Sun, but let Mandane live. 


Mand. No: Death 185 ſince was ON confirm'd 
Reſolve... 


Mem. Myron is dead. 
Mand. What Joy a Heart like mine | 
Can feel, it e had he been never born, 
I might have lived — *tis now impoſſible. 
Mem. This even to my Miſeries I owe, 
That it diſcovers greater Virtues ſtill, 
In her my Soul adores O, my Mandane !© 
O glorious Maid ! then thou wilt be .at Peace — 


[ Memnon walks thoughtfully then returns. | 


Muſt I ſurvive, and change thy Tenderneſs 
For a ſtern Maſter, and perpetual Chains? 


Long I may grown on Earth to fate their Malice, 


Then 
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Then through flow Torments linger into Death, 
No Steel to ſtab, be Wall to daſh my Brainn 
Mand. Ha! 
Mem, Why a bed in \ Thought? what mighty 
L Birth 
Is lab'ring in your Soul ? your TE yes ſpeak Wonders. — 
_ K not the Blood-bound be —— 
1 - 0 FR 
Mem. Alas Mandane ! Noz they iudy Nature 
To find out all her ſecret Seats: of Pain, 
And carry Killing to a dreadful Art: 
A A mw Death in Egypt is for Friends. 
Mand. O then it muſt be ſo! — and yet it 
cannot. — 
Mem. What means this ſudden Paleneß! ? 
Mand. Heav'n aſſiſt me! 
9 ureling in ber Boſom-ſbe feovons. 
Mmm. My. Love!. Mandane! hear me, my Ef- 
pous d! 
My deareſt Heart ! the Infant of my Boſom ! 
| Whom I would foſter with my vital Blood. 
- Mend.” Tis well, and in return I give thee This. 
g [Shows a Dagger. 
Mem, Million of Thanks, thou Refuge in Deſ- 


Mand. Terrible Kindneſs Horrid Mercy! Oh! 
I cannot give it thee, 


Mem, Full well I know 
Thy tender Soul, and I muſt force it from thee. 


As he is firuggling with ber for the Dagger ſhe ſpeaks. 
Mand. wy Ln my Soul! my Self! You tear 


my Heart, 
Art thou not dearer to my Eyes than Light? 
Doſt thou not circulate through all my Veins ? 
Mingle with Life, and form my very Soul | 


5 Mem, 
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Mem. Now, Monſters, I defy you : Fate bids 
A long F arewel, my Guard may 2 
And make your Favour = —— Thus only thus; 


And now k * [ Embrace, 
Mand. Ah no! Sing laſt I ar thee; thrice I 
aig e et bis dom; 


My trembling Arm, and thrice I let it fall, — 
It you refuſe Compaſſion to my Sex, 

Memnon betrays me, and is V yron's Friend. — 
As Ja Poniard, you ſupply an Arm, 
. ere 


1 [Heer a Pauſe of Ateniiment, he fb 
8 Senth on the Earth. 


Mem, From dreadful to more dreadful 1. am 
| plung d. 
And * in deepeſt Anguiſh deeper ſtill. 
I can't complain in common with Mankind— }_. 
But am a wretched Species all alone. 
Muſt I not only loſe thee, but be curs'd 
To ſprinkle my own Hands with thy Life- Blood 7 
Mand. It cannot be avoided. 
Mem. Nor perform dd. 
Lift up my Hand againſt thee as a Foe! 
1, who ſhould fave thee from thy very Father, 
And teach thy deareſt Friends to uſe the well, | 
Make Kindneſs kind, and ſoften all their Smiles? 
O my Mandane Think how I have lov'd ! 
O my Mandane! Think upon thy Pow'r!. 
How E haſt thou ſeen me pale with Joy, 
And trembling at a Smile? and ſhall I 
Mand, Myron 


[A that Memnon farts up ſuddenty. 
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| Mem, Ahbold | 1 charge thor hold! Ons Che 
Te end Womb 7 dbaſe Flame, — ” 


The World turns round, my Heart is ſick to Death! 
0 N perfect Lok of Thought! 


Statue ? . 
: Why 9u0g 999 like a * you 


What do you fold ſo faſt within your Arms? | 
Why with fix d Eye-balls do you pierce the Going? 
Why ſhift your Place, as if you trod on Fire? 
Why gnaw your Lip and groan ſo dreadfully ? 
My Lord, if I have ſpent whole liye- long Nights 
In Tears, and fightd aw away the Day in private, 
ly opp a with an Exceſs of Loye, 
O tim, and ſpeak to me! | 
_ Mew. And theſe, no doubt, N 
Are Arguments _— 1 ow draw thy Blood.— 
No Child was ever lull the Breaſt 
With half that Apo has melted from thee, 
And fell like Balm upon my wounded Soul. 
And ſhall 1 murder thee? Yes, thus — thus — 
thus. I [Embracing ſome Himes 
 Mand. Alas) My Lord forgets we are to die. * 
[Memnon gazes with wonder on the Dagger. 
Mem. By Heay'n I had, my Soul had took her 
Flight 
In Bliſs — why, is not this our Bridal- Day? 
Mand. That way Diſtraction lies. 
Mem. Indeed it 5 | 
Both. Oh! Oh 
Mand: Thy Sighs and Groans are ſharper than 
"thy Sel, 
The Guard is on us. | 
Mem, Then it muſt be done. : 
Sun, hide thy Face, and put the World in 
| Mourning, 


Though ; 


44 ”—_ 


4d BUSITRTS," 


+ Though Blood ſtart out for Tears, 't done -but one, 


18 laſt Embrace. 
[At be embraces ber, ſhe burſts _ Tears. 
Lara ſee a Tear. — I cou'd as ſounn 


| Stab at the Face of Heaven, as kill the weeping, © 


-Mand. *Tis paſt I am compos'd. 
Mem. And now, and now. 


4; Mand. Be not ſo fearful, *ris the e Blow” 
"Will. pain my Heart indeed this will not hurt me. 


Mem. O thou haſt ſtung my Soul quite through 


, * "2 
* 
5 1 


and through, 
With, thoſe kind "Words; I had juſt fleer'd my 
" Breaſt, [Daſbing down the Dagger. 
And chon und ft it alt I could not bear 
To raze thy Skin to fave the World from Ruin. 
_ Mand. If you are a Woman, Pl be; ſomething 
i [Sabs herſelf. 
1 ſhall not taſte of Heay'n till you arrive. (Dies. 
Mem. Struck home— _nd 1 in her Heart,— 7 0 
dead already, | 


"And now with me all Nature! is expirid = 17 


My boyely Bride Noy ow we again are happy, 
4 [Stabs himſelf. 


And better Worlds e our Nuptial Bow'r.— 


No every ſplendid Object of Ambition, 

Which lately with their various Gloſſes play'd 
Upon my Brain, and fool'd my idle Heart, 

Are taken from me by a little Miſt, | 

And all the World is vaniſfid. : [Dis 


A March ſounded.” Enter 8 FF "FO . 
Victorious. n 


Gi | 7 be Guard which are advancing to the Bodies 9. 


5 N. The Day's our own, the Perfian's angry 


Pow' rs. 


Have 


Have well repaid this Morning's Inſolence, 
And turn'd the 3 I ortune * the 5 ied © 
By ſure tho? late Relief. # us 
| Manor, Friend, 

I from che City bring you e hey” | 
My guilty Letter (4; the amorous 9 «he 
I ſpread amongſt the Multitude; while yet 
Their Blood was warm with reading the black Sarl 
Aris to view the Fortune of the Fight, 


Leaving her Palace for the Weſtern Tower, 


Was kd, torn, ſcatter d on the guilty Spot 
Where her great Brother . 

Me. The Gods are 

Spb. See where B Bui comes, your 1 Writ er 

+), IH 

In his . an awful Ruin! 
And dreadful to the Conqueror! 

NNicanor advancing ſets the Babs 

Nic. Sad Sight ! | 
A Sight that teaches T riumph how to mourn, 
And more than juſtifies theſe ſtreaming Tears, 
Evert on the Moment that my Country's fav'd 
From fore nnn and inglorious Chains. 


[He falls on Bis Auendanti i 


4 great Sbout Enter Buſiri Waunded. 


By: Gerat 'Tis falſe I am yout Maſter 
Your Maſter, though in Bonds: You ſtand aghaſt | 
At your good Fate, and trembling can't enjoy: 
Now from-my Soul, I hug theſe welcome Chains 

Which ſhew you all Buftris, and declare 
| Crowns and Succeſs ſuperfluous to my Fame. 
You think this ſtreaming Blood will 7. my 
Thought; 


n 3; 
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No, o, ge miſtaken Men, I file N 1 yal 
& here, is living all Mone, 5 A. 
Fo me u veal Solitude, amid * yl 
A throng of. little Beings . 
Which yet 4-4 one common Shape and Name. 

1 ounds, theſe raging Paltis, which 


1 Ker ee with Equal ſoon: elſewhere, «/ | 

"THe Ts emen. 

Hat Dead? T well; he roſe hot to my Sword, 

I only wiſt*d his Fate, and there he lies. 

25 when they die, die all; their mould ring Clay 

Is but an Emblem of their Memories : © - 

The Space quite cloſes up through which they paſe'd. 

That I have. liv*d I leave a Mark behind, 


: . 2 my 25 2 
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Shall pluck the ſhining Age from wer Time. 
And give it bel 03% to late Regen of 
My Name is writ in Charatters, 


' Triumphant Columns, td Eternal Domes, 
N ue Wg Bi heighten our Egyptian Day, 
5 Tall hugh at Time, kill their 


Old itſelf ſhall fail. In Aiſeis | 
Hr or Build, ſhall Build or erg me, 
Grow great in each, as my Example fires; | 
Tis Jef Art the future Wonders \ralſe; = 
I fight the future Battles of the World. 
| — Jove, T-eotne !+Epypt chou art forſaken: [Sinks, 
2 Impoveriſh'd by my ſinking Clories, | 
And the World leſſens, When Buſchis falls. [ Dies. 
'Syph, Bear the dead Monarch to his Pyramid; 
And for what Uſe ſo'er it was deſignd, 
By that high· minded but miſtaken Man, 
There let him lie - magnificent in Death; 
Great was his Life, great be his Monument: 
And on Buſiris Nephew, young Arſaces, 
of * Spirit, let the Crown devolve. 
From 


* 
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From this Day*s Vengeance let the Nations know, 
Fove lays the Pride of haughtieſt Monarchs low, 

And they who kindled with ambitious Fire, 

In Arts and Arms with moſt Succeſs aſpire, 
If void of Virtue, but provoke their Doom, 

Graſp at their Fate, and build themſelves a Tomb 
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72 E Race of Criticks, al, Rogues, 


To mournful Plays deny bris — 
Each gentle Swain and tender Kan ſay they, 
From a ſad Tale ſbould go in Tears away, 
From hence quite home ſhould< Streams of Sorrow ſhed, 


And drown'd in Grief, fteal ſupperleſs o- Bed. 


This Doctrine i is ſo grave, the Sparks wort bear it; 
They love to go in Humour to their Claret. 
The Cit, who own a little Fun worth buying, 
Holds Half -a- Crown too much to pay for Crying. 
Befades, uubo knows without theſe healing Arts, 
But Love might turn your Heads, and break your Hearts \ 
And the poor Author, by imagiwd Moes. 


Might People Beth*lem with our Belles and Beaux 2 


Hence I, who lately bid. Alien to Pleaſure, 
Roblbd of my Spouſe, and my dear Virgin Treaſure ; 
J. whom you ſaw deſpairing breathe my laſt, 

Am free and eaſy, as if 7 had paſt; 


Again put on my Ars, and play my Fan, 


And fear no more that dreadful Cre reature, Man. 
— But whence does this malicious Mirth begin — 


T know, ye Beaſts, you reckon it no Sin. 


range that Crimes the ſame, in diff 'rent Plays, 

Should move our Horror, and our Laughter raiſe. 

Love's Fove ſecure the Comic Actor tries, 

But if he's wicked in blank Verſe be dies. 

T he Farce, where Wives prove frail, ſtill makes the beſt, 

And the poor Cuckold i i5a Aan Feſt 1 
uf 


EPILOGUE. 


But our grave Bard, . Son of Iſis, 
Counts a bold Stroke in Love among the Vices, 
In Blood and Wounds a guilty Land he dips ye, 
And waſtes an Empire for one raviſb d Giph. 


What muſty Morals fills an Oxford Head, 
To Notions of pedantic Virtue bred ! 
There each ſtiff Don at Galantry exclaims, 
And calls fine Men and Ladies filthy Names; 
They tell you Rakes and Filts corrupt à Nation: 
— Such is the Prejudice of Education 


You, who knows better Things, will ſure approve 
Theſe Scenes, that ſhew the boundleſs Power of Love. 
Let, when they will, ib' Italian Things appear, 
This Play, we truſt, ſhall throng an 7 here. 
Bold Myron's Paſſion, up to Frenzy wrought, 

Would 1 be warbled through an Eunuch*s Throat : 
His Part, at leaſt, bis Part requires a Man; 
Let Nicolani a& it if be can. 
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| FERE 1 a Stranger to 8 I ſhould 
not be afraid to ſollicit your Patronage, 
ſince you have taken the politer Arts into 
your Protection; and they who. endeavour to excel 
in them, are, in effect, making their Court to you. 

But 1 can. lead more than a common Title to this 
Honour. Your Grace has been pleaſed to make 
yourſelf acceſſory to the following Scenes, not only 
by ſuggeſting the moſt beautiful Incident in them, 
but by making all ' paſſible Proviſion for the Succeſs 
of the Whole. Your great Delicacy of Taſte in 
Compoſitions of this Kind, has ſo aſſiſted this Poem; 
and the Indulgence of your Nature has ſo endeavour- 
ed to ſhorten the great Diſtance between your Grace 
and its Author, that I have ſometimes been ſcarce 
able to conſider you in any other Light, than as one 
entire devoted to theſe Amuſements, and purſuing 
the ſame Studies with myſelf, - 

Tu E World, which is large in your Praiſes of 
another Nature, will be ſurprized to hear me ſpeak 
of your Grace in this Manner, They talk of One 
abouijditg in all the Grace and Power of public Elo- 

quence, and eminently furniſhed with thoſe particu- 

lar Talents, which qualify for ſhining in the higheſt 

Stations, and influencing the national Welfare: Of 

One, who made a Name in Senates in his Minority ; 

and who now, at an Age which in ſome well-confſti- 

tuted States would exclude him their grand Council, 
has finiſhed a Reputation in that of Great Britain; 
and gained thoſe for his greateſt Admirers, who are 
| _ themſelves 
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themſelves moſt admired there: One, who through 
this whole memorable} Seſſibry has ated in the Spirit 
of a Regulus vigronly py y oppoling Meaſures, in which 
_ mi ir he have found his private Advantage, and x- 
erting ** nobleſt Indignation and Contempt for 
thoſe, who, like the old Cartbagenians, were equally 
famous for their Riches and their Faith. One who, 
if he advances in Proportion to his firſt Degree of 
Glory, ſhall not thank Poſterity for ranking him 
with the moſt celebrated this Noon has. produced, 
tho? his great Father be in the Number of them.” 
His Country may, with Pleaſure reflect, that when 
he has any thing of Moment in his View, there is no- 
ching which can either break his Reſolution, tire 
his Activity, or limit his Expence. His Spirit en- 
creaſes on Reſiſtance, and Iike a great Flame, 1 it burns 
the ſtronger, and ſhines the — kg in Proportion 
to the Violence of the Storm that offends ir. In the 
| preſent troubled State of Affairs, in which the Na- 
tion fluctuates, how has he ſtrove, againſt the Power 
of Wind and Tide to aſſiſt her into Harbour; 
while ſome have endeavoured to tear her to Pieces, 
in order to provide for their 1 Safety, and ſwim 
aſhore on her Ruins! 

Tavs ſpeaks the World. = my Lord, whoſe 
— of your Grace lies more in private Life can 
tell them, in Return of One, who can animate his 
Country Retirement with a Kind of Pleaſures, ſome- 
* a es unknown to Perſons of DiſtinCtion in that Scene: 


3 their ſtated 5 to receive, (if T may 
ſo ſpeak) their Audience of him: Who is an excel- 
lent * Maſter of their Hiſtory in r, and obſer- 
ving how Nature ina Courſe of Years is apt to come 
round again, and tread in 1 Footſteps; has a 

Happineſs in applying the Facts or Characters of an- 
tient to modern Times; which requires a 2 
ture 
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Mixture of Learning and Genius; and a Mind equal- 
1y knowing in Books and Men: Who can carry, 
from his Scudies, ſuch a Life into Converſation, that 
Wine ſeen only an of Wit: Who has 
a Subjects to talk of, as proper Matter on 
"thoſe Subjects, as much Wit to adors that Matter, 
and as many Languages to produce it ſo adorn'd, as 
ny; of the Age in which he lives. And yet fo ſweet 
his Diſpoſition, that no one ever wiſhed his Abilities 
leß, but fuchaaflattered themſetyes with the Hope of 
Shining 3 _ 5 
Bou r there are ſtill uperior Qualities which Iam 
obliged to remember, as is the Society to which I 
belong, and to return him our Thanks for his late 
Donation to it. Which is ſo noble, that it had laid 
us under the greateſt Obligation, though it had been 
From another: Though it had been from one whoſe 
Quality and Character would have made a far leſs 
Addition to it; and Who had not by the moſt 
graceful and engaging Mannerof conferring it, more 
than doubled its Value. Such Benefactors are pecu- 
Barly fit for a Seat of whoſe-Fame can a- 
waken and exerciſe the Genius of the Place, while 
their Munificence encreaſe and adorn the Structures 
of it. As for my own particular —_—_— to him, 
I ſhall not endeavour to expreſs myſelf in Words; 
but beg Leave to refer him to the whole future 
Courſe of my Life for ny Senſe of them. My pre- 
fent Fortune is his Bounty, and my future his Care; 
which, I will venture ward mille always remem- 
bred to his Honour, ſince he, I know, intended his 
Generolity as an Encouragement to Merit, though 
(through his very pardonable Partiality to one who 
bears him ſo ſincere a Duty and Reſpect) I happen 
to receive the Benefit of it. 
TAE Y who are acquainted with your Grace, 
will be of Opinion, that I make your Goodneſs but 
an il Return by the Liberty I now take, But tho! 


ic 
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5 1 that they who merit Praiſe moſt; affect it 
leaſt; it is alſo true, that to commend what is excel- 
lent is a Debt we owe the Public. In regard to 
which, how ill ſoever you may reliſh it, I have made 
no Scruple to uſe you as you deſerve: And, my 
Comfort is, I can take Refuge in your Lordſhip's 
own Example for preferring the Public before you. 
Bu r, if you are ſtill diſſatisfy d, I ſhall only ſay, 
it is hard; that your Grace ſhould: join with your 
Enemies, (who will . diſlike it) againſt. me. 
For Enemies, my Lord, you have; nor are your 
Friends concerned for it. All ſhining Accompliſh- 
ments will be for ever either loy*d or envy*d; and, 
next to the Perſon who pays you his ſteem, he 
bears the beſt Teſtimony to the Superiority of your 
Character, who hate you for it. I give you Joy of 
thoſe Foes your great Qualities have made : And 1 
congratulate you in a particular Manner, that they 
are the moſt inveterate to your Grace, whom your 
Country purſues with her greateſt Diſlike. It is no 
Reflexion on thoſe who are moſt in your Intereſt, to 
viſh they may be ** to contribute more to your 
Glory. 
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Debas'd the Glory ef the. Tragic Scene: 

While puny Villains dreſs'd in Purple. Pride, 

With Crimes "obſcene the Heaun-born Rage beiyd. 


To her belongs to mourn the Hero's Fate, 
To trace the Errors of the Wiſe and Great; 
To mark th* Exceſs of Paſſions too ref d, 
And paint the Tumults of a God-like Mind ; 
Where mix d with Rage, exalted Thoughts combine, 
Aud darkeſt Deeds with beauteaus Colours ſhine, 


Such Lights and Shades in a <vell-mingÞd Draught, 
By curious Touch of artful Pencils . ; 
With ſoft Deceit amuſe the doubtful Eye, 
Pleas'd with the Conflits of the various Dye. 


Mus thro the following Scenes with fuwect Surprize, 
Virtue and Guilt in dread Confiſion riſe, 

And Love and Hate, at once, and Grief. and Joy, 
Pity and Rage, their mingPd Force imploy, 


Here the ſoft Virgin ſees with ſecret Shame, 
Her Charms excell'd by Friendſhips. purer Flame, 
Fore'd with reluttant Virtue to approve, 
The generous Heroe who rejefts her Love. 


Bebold him There with gloomy Paſſions ſtain' d, 
A Wife ſuſpeted, and an injur d Friend; f 
Zet fuch the Toil where Innocence is caught, 

That raſh Suſpicion ſeems without @ Fault. 

We dread a While left Beauty ſhould fucceed, 

And almoſt wiſh ev'n Virtus ſelf may bleed. 


Mark well the black Revenge, the cruel Guile, 
The Traitor-fiend trampling the Iovely Spoil 
Of Beauty, Truth, and Innocence oppreſt, 


Then let the Rage 7 fire your Breaft. 
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Zet may his mi be Wrongs, his juſt Dian, 
His bleeding Country, his loud Father gain, 
His martial Pride vou Admiration roiſe, © © 
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Hether firſt OW, or long want of Peace; 
Has wrought my Mind to this I cannot tell; 
But Horrors now are not diſpleaſing to me: 

I like this rocking of the Battlements.  - | 
Rage on, ye Winds, burſt Clouds, and Waters roar! - 
You bear a juſt Reſemblance of my Fortune, 
4 fait the üb Habit of my Soul. | 


Eater Ifabella, 


Who's ey My Love! 
Jab. Why Ls rs left my Bed FF, 

Your Abſence more affrights me than the Storm, 
Zan. The Dead alone in ſuch a Night can reſt, 

And I indulge my Meditation here. 

Woman, away. I chooſe to be alone. 
Jab. I know you do, and therefore will not leave 

you; 

Excuſe me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. 

Is this a Night for Walks of Contemplation ? 

Something unuſual hangs upon your Heart, 

And I will know it : By our Loves, I will. +» 

To you I facrific'd my Virgin Fame; 

Aſk I too much, to ſhare in your Diltrels ? ? 
R 0 Zan. 
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Zan. In Tears? Thou Fool chen hear we, an” 
In Hell's Abyſs, if ever it eſcape thee | 
To ſtrike thee with Aftoniſhwent at once, 
I hate Alonzo, Firſt recover that, _ 5 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther, 
Jab. Hate Alonzo! 
own, I thought Monzo moſt your Friend, 
And that he loſt the Maſter in that Name. 
Zan. Hear then, Tis twice three Years ſince that 
great Man 
(Great let me call him; for he conquer'd me) 
Made me the Captive of his Arm in F icht. 
He ſlew my Father, and threw Chains Oer me, 
While I with pious Rage purſu*d Revenge. 
I chen was young, he plac'd me near his Perſon, i 
And thought me not diſhonour'd by his Service. 
One Day (may that returning Day be Night, 
The Stain, the Curſe of each ſucceeding Year). 
For ſomething, or for nothing, in his Pride 
He ſtruck me, (While J tell it, do I live) 
He ſmote me on the Cheek - did not ſtab km 3 
For that were poor Revenge E'er ſince, his Folly 
Has ſtrove to bury it beneath a Heap i 
Of Kindneſſes, and thils it is forgot. 
Inſolent Thought! and like a fecohd Blow! 
Affronts are innocent, where Men are worthleſs; 5 
And ſuch alone can wiſely drop Revenge” 
Jab. But with more Temper, Zanga, tell you Story : 
To ſee your ſtrong Emotions ftartles me. 
Zan. Yes, Woman, with the Temper that befits it. 
Has the dark Adder Venom? So hayeT 
When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou ſhalt feel me! 
For from that Day, that Day of my Diſhonour, 
I from that Day have curs'd the riſing Sun, 
Which never fail'd to tell me of my Shame. 
Jom that Cay have bleſt the coming Night, 
Which promis d to conceal it; but in Vain; 
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The Blow return'd for ever in my Dream? 
Yet on I toil'd, and groan'd for an Occaſion 
Of ample Vengeance! z none is yet arriv'd. 
Howeer at preſent I conceive warm Hopes 
Of what may wound him ſore, in his 1 
Life of his Life, and dearer than his Soul. 
By nightly March he purpog'd to ſurprize 
The Mooriſh Camp; but I have taken Care 
They ſhall be ready to receive his Favour. 
Failing 3 in this, a Caſt of utmoſt Moment, 
Would darken all the Conqueſts he has won, 

Jab. Juſt as I enter'd an Expreſs arriv*d. 

Zan, To whom ? 8 

Jab. His Friend, Don Carlos. 

Zan, Be propitious, 
O Mahomet, on this important Hour, 
And give at length my famiſh'd Soul Revenge! 
What is Revenge, but Courage fo call in 
Our Honour's Debts, and Wiſdom to convert 
Other's Self- love into our own Protection? 
But ſee the Morning Ray breaks in upon us, 
PI ſeek Don Carlos, and enquire my Fate. 2 


Enter Manuel and Don Carlos. 
Man, My Lord Don C arlos, what brings your E 


reſs ? 

Car. ad 's Glory, and the Moors Defeat. 
The Field is ſtrow'd with twice Ten thouſand ſlain, 
Tho he ſuſpects his Meaſures were betray; d. 
He'll ſoon arrive. O, how I long to embrace _ 
The firſt of Heroes, and the beſt of Friends! 
1 lov'd fair Leonora long before 
The Chance of Battle gave me to the Moors, 
From whom ſo late Alonzo ſet me free; 
And while I groan'd in Bondage, I deputed 
This great Monzo, whom her Father honours, 
To be my gentle Advocate in Love, 

"TY ſtir her Heart, and fan its Fires for me, 
R 2 Man, 
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Man. And what Succeſs ? = 

Car. Alas, the cruel Maid ——— 
Indeed, her Father, who tho' high at De” 
And powerful with the King, has Wealth at _ 
To heal his Devaſtations from the Moors, 
Knowing, Pm richly freighted from the Eaſt, 
My Fleetnow 4 in the Sight of Spain, 
(Heav*n guard it ſafe thro* ſuch a n ny 
Careſſes me, and urges her to wed. _ 

Man. Her aged Father 
Leads her this W 

Car. She looks like 1 Truth, 


Brought forth by the Hand of hoary 3 


You to the Port with ſpeed, tis poſſible 
Some Veſſel is arriv'd, Heav'n grant it bring 
T dings, which Carlos may receive with Joy. 


Enter Alvarez and Leonora, 
Abo. Don Carlos, I am labouring in your Favour 


, With all a Parent's ſoft Authority, 
And earneſt Counſel. 


Car. Angels ſecond you; 


For all my Bliſs or Miſery ba on it. 


Av. Daughter, the Happineſs of Life deptndh 
On our Diſcretion, anda prudent Choice; 
Look into thoſe they call unfortunate, 
And cloſer view*d, you'll find they are unwiſe : 


Some F law in theirown Conduct lies beneath, 
And *tis the Trick of Fools to fave their Credit, | 


Which brought anorher Language into Uic, 

Don Carlas is of ancient, noble Blood, ; 
And then his Wealth might mend a Prince's Fortune. 
For him the Sun is labouring in the Mines, 

A faithful Slave, and turning Earth to Gold. 

His Keels are freighted with that ſacred Pow i 

By which ev'n Kings and Emperors are made. 
Sir, you have my good Wiſhes, and I hope [To Car. 


Car. 
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Car, O Leonora] why art thou in Tears? 
Becauſe I am leſs wretched than I was? 

Before your Father gave me Leave to woo yu, 
Huſh*d was your Boſom, and your Eye ſerene. 
Will you for ever help me to new Pains, 

And keep Reſerves of Torment in your Hand, 
To let them looſe on every Dawn of Joy? 

Leon. Think you my Father too indulgent to me, 
That he claims no Dominion o'er my Tears ? 
A Daughter ſure may be right dutiful, 

Whoſe Tears alone are free from a Reſtraint. — 

Car. Ah my torn Heart 

_ Leon, Regard not me, my Lord, | 
I ſhall obey my Father. F 4 

Car. Diſobey him, | 
Rather than come thus coldly, than come thus 
With abſent Eyes, and alienated Mien, 
Suff*ring Addreſs, the Victim of my Love. 

O let me be undone the common Way, 

And have the common Comfort to be pity'd, 

And not be ruin d in the Mask of Bliſs, | 
And ſo be envy*d, and be wretched too! 5 
Love calls for Love. Not all the Pride of Beauty, 
Thoſe Eyes that tell us what the Sun is made of, 
Thoſe Lips, whoſe Touch is to be bought with Liſe, | 
Thoſe Hills of driven Snow, which ſeen are felt; 
All theſe poſſeſt, are nought, but as they are 

The Proof, the Subſtance of an inward Paſſion, 
And the rich Plunder of a taken Heart. 

Leon. Alas! my Lord, we are too delicate 

And when we graſp the Happinck we wiſh'd, 

We call on Wit to argue it away : 

A plainer Man would not feel half your Pains ; 

But ſome have too much Wiſdom to be happy. 

Car, Had I known this before, it had been well: 

I had not then ſollicited your F ather 

To add to my Diſtreſs; as you behave, 

Tour Father's Kindneſs ſtabs me to the Heart, 
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Give me your Hand — Nay, give it, ns, 

You give it not, = nay), yet you give it not — 

J raviſh it. 
Leon. I pray, my Lord, no more. | 
Car. Ah, why ſo fad ? You know each Sigh does 

take mes: 

Sighs there, are Tempeſts here. 

Pye heard, bad Men would be unbleſt in Heav'n; 

What is my Guilt, that makes me ſo with you? 

Have I not languiſh'd proſtrate at thy Feet ? 


Have I not liv*d whole Days upon thy Sight? 


Have I not ſeen thee where thou haſt not been? 
And mad with the Idea, claſp'd the pes 
And doated upon Nothing? | 

Leon. Court me not, 
Good Carlos, by recounting of my F aults, 
And telling how ungrateful I have been. 
Alas! my Lord, if talking wou'd prevail, 
I cou'd ſuggeſt much better Arguments, 
Than thoſe Regards you threw away on me; 
Your Valour, Honour, Wiſdom, prais'd by all. 
But bid Phyſicians talk our Veins to Temper, 
And with an Argument new-ſet a Pulle ; 


Then think, my Lord, of reaſoning into Love. 


Car. Muſt I deſpair then? Do not ſhake me thus; 
My Tempeſt-beaten Heart is cold to Death. 
Ah! turn, and let me warm me in thy Beauties. 


Heavens! what a Proof I gave but two Nights paſt 


Of matchleſs Love l To fling me at thy Feet, 

I lighted Friendſhip, and I flew from Fame 
Nor heard the Summons of the next Day's Battle : 
But darting headlong to thy Arms, I left 


The promis'd Fight, I left Alonzo too 


To ſtand the War, and quella World alone. [ Trumpets 


Leon. The Victor comes. My Lord, [ muſt withdraw. 
Car. And muſt you go? 


Leon. Why ſhow'd you wiſh my ſtay? 
Your F bead Arrival will bring Comfort to you, 


My 


\ 
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My Preſence none; it pains you and myſelf; 


For both our Sakes, permit me to withdraw. [ Ex, Leon, 2 


Car. Sure, there's no Peril but in Love. O how 
1 Foes wou d boaſt to ſee me look ſo pale! 


En nter Alonzo, 


Gar Alonz | [ 
Aon. Carlos! — Lam Whole again, « « | 
Claſpt in thy Arms, it makes my Heart entire. 
Car. Whom dare I thus embrace? The Conqueror 
of Africk 2 
Alon. Yes, much more, Don Carlos“ Friend. 
The Conqueſt of the World would coſt me dear, 
Should it beget one Thought of Diſtance in thee, 
I riſe in Virtues to come nearer thee, 
I conquer with Don Carlos in my Eye, 
And thus I claim my Victory” $ Reward. \ 
[ Embracing tim. 
car. A Victory indeed! Vour godlike Arm 
Has made one Spot the Grave of Africa, 
Such Numbers fell! and the Survivors fled 
As frighted Paſſengers from off the Strand, 5 
When the tempeſtuous Sea came roaring on them. 
Aon. Twas Carlos conquer' d, *twas his cruel Chains 
Inflam*d me to a Rage unknown before, 
And threw my former Actions far behind. 
Car. I love fair Leonora. How [I love her 
Yet ſtill I find (I know not how it is) 
Another Heart, another Soul for thee. 
Thy F "riendſhip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports 
Like Muſick, pure the Joy without Allay, 
Whoſe very Rapture is Tranquility: 
But Love, like Wine, gives a tumultuous Bliſs, 
Heighten'd indeed beyond all mortal Pleaiures; 
But mingles Pangs and Madneſs in the Bowl. 


. Enter 
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Zan. Manuel, My Lord, returning from the Port, 
On Buſinek both of Moment and of cn”. 7 
Humbly begs Leave to ſpeak. in private with you. 

Car. In private? — Hal — Alonzo, Pl return, 
No Bufned can detain me long from thee, [Ex. Car, 

Zan. My Lord Alonzo, I obey*d your Orders. 

Alon. Will the fair Leonora paſs this Way? 

Zan She will, my Lord, and ſon. 

Alon. Come near me, Zanza ; | 
For I dare open all my Heart to thee. 

Never was ſuch a Day of Triumph known, 
There's not a wounded Captive in my Train, 
That ſlowly follow'd my proud Chariot Wheels, 
With half a Life, and Beggary, and Chains, 
But is a God to me: I am molt wretched. 

In his Captivity, thou know'ſt Don Carlos, 
My Friend, (and never was a Friend more dear) 
Deputed me his Advocate in Love, 


To talk to Leonora's Heart, and make 


A tender Party in her Thoughts for him, 
What did I do? I lov'd myſelf. Indeed, 
One Thing there is might leſſen my Offence, 
(If ſuch Offence admits of being leſſen'd ) 
I thought him dead ; for (by what Fate 1 know not) 
His Letters never reach'd me. 
Zan, Thanks to Zanga, 
Who thence contriv*d that Evil which has happen. 


Alon, Yes, curs/dof Heav?n! !T lov'd myſelf, and now 
In a late Action reſcued from the Moors, 
J have brought home my Rival in my Friend. a 
Zan. We hear, my Lord, that in that Action too, 
Your interpoſing Arm preſervid his Life, 

Alon. Itdid — with more than the Expence of mine; 
For O! this Day is mention'd for their Nuptials. 
But ſee, ſhe comes — I'll take my * and die. 


Zan. 
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Zan. Hadſt thoua thouſand Lives, thy Death would 
leaſe me. 
Unhappy F ate! My Country overcome: 
My ſix Years Hope of Vengeance quite expir'd! — 
Would Nature were — I will not fall alone: 
But other's Groans ſhall tell the World my Death. ¶ Aide. 


Enter Leonora. 


Alon, When Nature ends with Anguiſh like to this, 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt Leave of the Sun, 
And bid his Light adieu. 

Leon, The mighty Conqueror 
Diſmay*d | I thought you gave the Foe your Sorrows. 

Alon. O cruel Infule are thoſe Tears your Sport, 
Which nothing but a Love for you could draw ? 
AﬀFick I quelPd, in hope by that to purchaſe 
Your Leave to.,ligh wy TY but 1 complain not; 
*T was but a World, and you are — Leonora. 
Leon. That Paſſion, which you boaſt of, is your Guilt, 
A Treaſon to your Friend. You think mean of me, 
To plead your Crimes as Motives of my Love. 

Alon. You, Madam, ought to thank thoſe Crimes 

you blame; 

Tis they permit you to be thus iohoman, | 
Without the Cenſure both of Earth and Heav'n 
I fondly thought a laſt Look might be kind. 
Farewel for ever. — This ſevere Behaviour 
Has, to my Comfort, made it ſweet to die. 

Leon. Farewel for ever! — Sweet to die! — O 

Heav'n 0 ¶Alde. 

Alonzo, ſtay, you muſt not thus eſcape e 
But hear your Guilt at large. 

Alon. O Leonora! 
What could I do? In Duty t to my Friend, 
I faw you; e to ſee, is to admire. 
For Carlos did I plead, and moſt ſincerely. 
Witneſs the — nd Agonies it coſt me. 


You 
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You know did, I fought but your Eſteem, - 

If that 1s Guilt, an Angel had — guilty, 

I often ſigh'd, nay, wept ; but could not help it; 
And ſure it is no Crime to be in Pain. 
But grant my Crime was great, I'm greatly curꝰ d. 
What would you more? Am I not moſt undone? 
This Uſage is like ſtamping on the Murder'd, 
When Life is fled ; moſt barbarous and unj uſt, 

Leon, If from your Guilt none ſuffer*d — yourſelf, 
It might be fo — Farewel, e 
Alon. Who ſuffers with me? 

Leon, Enjoy your Ignorance, and let me go. 

Alon. Alas! what is there I can fear to * 4 
Since I already Know your Hate? Your Actions 
Have long ſince told me that. 

Leon. They flatter'd you. 

Aon. How ? Flatter'd me 
Teon. O ſearch in Fate no further ! 
hate thee, O Alonzo How 1 hate thee! ; 

Alon. Indeed] And do you weep for Hatred too? 
O what a doubtful Torment heaves my Heart! 
I hope it muſt—and yet I dread it more. 

Shou'd it be ſo; ſhould her Tears flow from thee; 
How wou'd my Soul blaze up in Extaly ! _ 
Ah, no! How fink into the Depth of Horrors! 

Leon. Why would you force my Stay? 

Aon. What means theſe Tears? 

Leon. I weep by Chance; nor have my Thy 
| Meaning 
But O! when firſt I ſaw Monzo's Tears, 

I knew their Meaning well. 
Ling = ”_ paſſunately on this Knees, and takes ber 
an 

Alon. Heavens what is this? that Excellence for which 
Deſire was planted in the Heart of Man; 
Virtue's ſupream Reward on this Side Heav'n 
The Cordial of my Soul! and this deſtroys me — 
Indeed | flatter*d me that thou didſt hate, 
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Ten. Alonzo, pardon me the Injury 
Of loving you. I ſtruggled with my Paſſion, 
And ſtruggled long ; let that be ſome Excuſe. 

Alon. Unkind! You know I think your Love a 

Bleſſing | | 

Beyond all human Bleſſings ; *tis the Price | 
Of Sighs and Groans, and a whole Year of dying: F 
But O the Curſe of Curſes! — O my Friend 

Leon. Alas! 

Alen ; What ſays my Love ?--- Speak, Leonarg. 

Leon, Was it for you, my Lord, to be fo quick 
In finding out Object ions to our Love? 
Think you ſo ſtrong my Love, or weak my Virwe, 
It was unſafe to leave that Part to me? | 

Alon, Is not the Day then fix*d for your Eſpouſals ? ? 


Leon, A: my Father once had Thought that 
ay 
But marking how the Marriage pain*d my Heart, 

Long he ſtood doubtful ; but at laſt relolv'd_ | 
Your Counſel, which determines him in all, 
Should finiſh the Debate. 

Alon. O Agony! 

Muſt I not only loſe her, but be made, 
Myſelf the Inſtrument? Not only die; 
But plunge the Dagger in my Heart myſelf? 
This is refining on Calamity. 


Leon. What! do you tremble, leaſt you ſhould 
be mine? 
For what elſe can you tremble ? not for that 
My Father places 1n your Power to alter. 
Alon, What's in my Power? — O yes, to lab : my 
Friend ? 
Leon. To ſtab your Friend were barbarous indeed! 
Spare him— and murder me— I own Alonzo, 
You may well wonder at ſuch Words as theſe, 
I ſtartat them myſelf, they fright my Nature. 
Great is my Fault; but blame not me alone, 


Give 


252 e's The REveNnGe. 


Give him a little Blame, who took fach Pains 

To make me guilty. 

Auen. Torment! [After a Pay Libi Jak. 
Leon. O my Shame! 

I ſue, and ſue in vain ; it is moſt juſt. 

When Women ſue, they ſue to be deny'd. 

You hate me, you deſpiſe me, -you do well ; 

For what I've done, I hate and ſcorn myſelf. 

O Night fall on me! I ſhall bluſh to Death, 

Aon. Firſt periſh all. 

Leon. Say, what have you reſoly*d ? 


My Father comes, what Anſwer will you give him? | 


Alon. What Anſwer? et me look upon that Face, 
And read it there Devote thee to another 
Not to be born! A ſecond Look undoes me. 

Leon. And why undoe you? Is it then, my Lord, 
So terrible to yield to your own Wiſhes, - 
Becauſe they happen to concur with mine? 
Cruel! to take ſuch Pains to win an Heart, 
Which you was 2 you muſt break wah 

rting. 

An. No, Leonora, 1 am thine for ever, - 

[Runs and Embraces her. 
In ſpight of Carli Ha! Who's that? my Friend? 
| [ Starts wide from her, 
Alas! I fee him pale, I hear his Groan ; 
He foams, he tears his Hair, he raves, he bleeds, 

(I know him by myſelf) he dies diſtracted. 
Teon. How dead to be cut from what we love! 

n. Ah! ſpeak no more. 

Teon. And ty'd to what we hate! 

Alon, Oh | 

Leon. It is impoſſible ? 

Alon. Death 

Leon. Can you ? 

Alon. Oh 
Ye, take a Limb ; but let my Virtue | Ange 


* 


Alas! 
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Alas! my Soul, this Moment I die for thee, 
| [ Breaks away. 
Leon. And are you perjur'd then for Virtues fake ? 
How often have you ſworn? But goforever.--- [ Swoons. 
Aon. Heart of my Heart, and Eſſence of my Joy! 
Where art thou? O, I'm thine, and thine for ever! 
The Groans of Friendſhip ſhall be heard no more. 
For whatſoever Crimes I can commit, ö 
I've felt the Pains already. 
Leon. Hold, Alonzo, 
And hear a Maid, whom doubly thou has nns d. 
I love thy Virtue, as I love thy Perſon, 
And I adore thee for the Pains it gave me; 
But as I felt the Pain, I'll reap the Fruit, 
P11 ſhine out in my T urn, and ſhew the World 
Thy great Example was not loſt upon me. 
Be it enough that I have once been guilty 3 
In Sight of ſuch a Pattern to perſiſt, 
III ſuits a Perſon honour'd with your Love. 
My other Titles to that Bliſs are weak, 
I muſt deſerve it by refuſing it. 
Thus then I tear me from thy Hopes for ever. 
Shall I contribute to Aonzo's Crimes? 
No, tho? the Lite-Blood guſhes from my Heart: 
You ſhall not be aſham'd of Leonora, 
Or that late Time may put our Names together. 
Nay, never ſhrink ; take back the bright Example 
You lately lent; O take it while you may, | 
While I can give it you, and be Immortal. [ Exit. 
Alon. She? $ gone, and I ſhall ſee that Face no more; 
But pine in Abſence, and till Death adore. 
When with cold Dew my fainting Brow is hung, 
And my Eyes darken, — my fault'ring Tongue 
Her Name will tremble in a feeble Moan, 
And Love with Fate divide my dying Groan. 
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MCP SCENES 
Enter Manuel and Zanga. 
ZANG A. 


F this be true, I cannot blame your Pain 
For wretched Carlos; *tis but humane in you, 
But when arriv*d your diſmal News ? 
Man. This Hour. 
Zan. What, not a Veſſel fav'd? 
Man, All, all the Storm 
Deyour'd and now Oer his late envy*d Fortune 
The Dolphins bound, and watry. Mountains roar, 
Triumphant in his Ruin. 
Zan. Is Alvarez 
Determin'd to deny his Daughter to him? 
That Treaſure was on Shore, muſt that too join 
The common Wreck ? 
Man. Alvarez pleads indeed, 
That Leonora's Heart is diſ-inclin*d, 
And pleads that only; ſo it was this Morning, 
When he concurr'd: the Tempeſt broke the Match; 
And funk his Favour, when it ſunk the Gold. 
The Love of Gold is double in his Heart, 
The Vice of Age, and of Avarez too. | 
Zan. How does Don Carlos bear it? 
Man. Like a Man, | 
' Whoſe Heart feels moſt a human Heart can feel, 
And' reaſons beſt a human Heart can reaſon. 
Zan, But is he then in abſolute Deſpair? 
Man. Never to ſee his Leonora more. 
And, quite to quench all future Hope, Avares 


Urges 
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Urges Alonzo to eſpouſe his Daughter 
This very Day; for he has learnt their Loves. 
Zan, Ha! was not that receiv*d with ee 
By Don Alonzo ? _ 
Man. Yes, at firſt; but ſoon 
A Damp came o'er him, it would kill his Friend. 
Zan. Not if his Friend conſented ; and ſince now 
He can't himſelf eſpouſe her 8 
Man. Yet to aſk it 
Has ſomething ſhocking toa generous Mind, 
At leaſt Alonzo*s Spirit ſtartles at it. 
Wide is the Diſtance between our 
And giving up a Miſtreſs to another. 
But I muſt leave you. Carlos wants Support 
In his ſevere Affliction. [Exit Manuel. 
Zan. Ha! it dawns! | 
It riſes to me like a new- found World 
To Mariners long Time diſtreſs'd at Sea, 
Sore from a Storm, and all their Viands ſpent; — 
Or like the Sun juſt riſing out of Chaos,” 


Some Dregs of ancient Night not quite Ry” off ; 
But ſhall I fimſhit—Hoa! Labels 1 


Enter Iſabella. 


I thoug hrof dying; better Things come forward; 
e is {till alive; from her dark Covert, 
Wich all her Snakes erect upon her Creſt, 
She ſtalks in View, and fires me with her Charms, 
When, 1/abel, arriv'd Don Carlos et ? 
Jab. Two Nights ago. 
Zan. That was the very Night 
:fore the Battel Memory, ſet down that, 
It has the Eſſence of a Crocodile, 
Tho? yet but in the Shell I'll give it Birth 
What Time did he return? 
Tab, At Midnight, 
. © BEN, 80 — | 
Say, did he ſee that Night his Leonora? 


5 ww Ib, 
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He ſmil'd, a Joy then little underſtood 
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Jab. No, my good Lord. > i. 
Zan. No matter tell me, Woman, 
Is not Alonzo rather brave than cautious. 


" a; 


| Honeſt than ſubtle, above Fraud himſelf, . 


Slow therefore to ſuſpect it in another? 

Jab. You beſt can judge; but ſo the World thinks 
9752 of him. [ Ex. Iſab 
Zan. Why, that is well—go fetch my Tablets hither, 


Two Nights ago, my Father's ſacred Shade 


Thrice ſtalk*d around my Bed, and ſmil'd upon me, 


It muſt be ſo- and if ſo, it is Vengeance 
Worth waking: of the Dead for. 


| 7 Tfabella with the 7 ablets, Zanga writes, then 


reads as 10 2 


Thus i it Randle 
The Father's fxr—Dan Carts cannot "ue — 


Alonzo may — but that will hurt his Friend — — 
"Nor can he aſk Ive - if he did, | 


He might not gain it It is hard to give 

Our own Conſent to Is, tho? we mult bear them, — 
Were it not then a Maſter-piece, worth all 

The Wiſdom I can boaſt, firſt to perſuade 
Alonzo to requeſt it of his F riend, 


His Friend to grant then from that very Grant, 


The ſtrongeſt Proof of Friendſhip Man can give, 
(And other Motives) to work ny a Cauſe 

Of Jealouſy, to rack Alonzo's Peace? 
I have turn'd ofer the Catalogue of Woes, 
Which ſting the Heart of Man, and find none equal. 
It is the Hydra of Calamities, 


The Seven- fold Death: The Jealous are the Damn'd. 


O Jealouſy, each other Paſſion's calm 

To thee, thou Conflagration of the Soul! 

Thou King of Torments! Thou grand Counterporte 

F or all the Tranſports Beauty can inſpire ! i ; 
ao, 
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_ . jab. ,Alonzo comes this Way. 
Zan. Moſt opportunely. N 
Withdraw - Te ſubtle Demons, which reſide ¶ Ex. Ia. 
In Courts, and do your Work with Bows and Smiles, | 
That little Engin*ry, more miſchie vous 
Than Fleets and Armies, and the Cannon's Murder, 
Teach me to look a Lye; give me your Maze 
Of gloomy Thought and intricate Deſign, 
8 catch the Man [ hate, and then devour. 


7 3.1 


Enter Alonzo, 


My. Lned, I give you Joy. 
Alan. Of what, good Zanga ? 
' Zan. Is not the lovely Leonora yours ? 
Alon. What will become of Carlos? 
Zan.. He's your Friend ; 
And ſince he can't eſpouſe the Fair himſelf, 
Will take tome Comfort from Aonxo's Fortune, 
Hon. Alas! thou little know'ſt the Force of Love; 
Love reigns a Sultan with unrivall'd Sway, 
Puts all Relations, Friendſhip ſelf to Death, 
If once he's jealous of it. 1 love Carlos, 5 
Yet well I know what Pangs L felt this Morning, 
At his intended Nuptials. For myſelf 
I then felt Pains, which now for him I feel. 
Zan. Lou will not wed her then? 
Aon. Not inſtantly : 
Inſult his broken Heart the very Moment! 200 
Zan. I underſtand you: but you'll wed hereafter, 
When your Friend's gone, and his farſt Pain ge! 
Alon. Am I to blame for that? 
Zan, My Lord, I love 
Your very Errors, they are born from Virtue. 
Your Friendſhip, (and what nobler Paſſion claims 
The Heart?) does lead you blindfold to your Ruin. 
Conſider, wherelore did Atvarez break. | 
Don Carlos“ Match, and wherctore urge Alonzo's ? 
» 5 *I was 
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Twas the fame Cauſe, the Love of Wealth: To- 


Morrow 


_ Tee Alonzo in Don Carbs Fortube 3 


higher Bidder is a better Friend, 
And there are Princes ſigh for Leonora. 


When your Friend's gone, you'll wed; why then the 


* Cauſe __— | 
Which gives you Leonora now, will ceaſe. 
Carlos has loſt her; ſhould you loſe her too, 


Why then, you heap new Torments on your Friend. 


By that Reſpect which labour'd to relieve him — 
*Tis well, he is diſturb'd, it makes him pauſe. [4/de, 
Aon. Think'ſt thou, my Zanga,ſhould I aſk Don Carlos, 
is Goodneſs will conſent that I ſhould wed her? 
Zan. I know it would. | 
Alon. But then the Cruelty ; 
Toaſkit, and for me to aſk it of him! 
Zan. Methinks, youare not ſevere upon your Friend. 
Who was it gave him Liberty and Life? | 
Alon. That is the very Reaſon which forbids it. 
Were I a Stranger, I could freely ſpeak : 
In me, it ſo reſembles a . 
Exacting of a Debt, it ſnocks my Nature. 
Zan. My Lord, you know = fd Alternative. 
Is Leonora worth one Pang or not ? 
It hurts not me, my Lord, but as I love you; 
Warmly as you, I wiſh Don Carlos well ; 
But I am likewiſe Don Alonzo's Friend: 
There all the Difference lies between us Two. 
In me, my Lord, you hear another ſelf, | 


And give me Leave to add a better too, 


Clear'd from thoſe Errors,which,tho*caus'd by Virtue, 
Are ſuch as may hereafter give you Pain. 


Don Lopez of Caſtille would not demur thus. | 
Alon. Periſn the Name! What! facrifice the Fair 


To Age and Illneſs, becauſe ſet in Gold? 
Pl to Don Carlos, if my Heart will let me. 
1 have not ſeen him ſince his fore Affliction; 


But 
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But ſhunn?d it, as too terrible to bear. | 


How ſhall I bear it now? I'm ſtruck already. Ex. Al. 
Zan. Half my Work is done. I muſt ſecure 

Don Carlos, &er Alonzo ſpeaks with him. 

He gives @ Meſſage to à Servant, then returns. 

Proud, hated Spain! Oft drench'd in Mooriſb Blood; 

Doſt thou not feal a deadly Foe within thee? 4 

Shake not thy Tow'rs where: e er I paſs along, 

Conſcious of Ruin, and their great Deſtroyer ? 

Shake to the Centre, if Aonzo's dear, | 

Look down, O holy Prophet! ſee me torture 

This Chriſtian Dog, this Infidel, which dares 

To ſmite thy Votaries, and ſpurn thy Law; 

And yet hopes Pleaſure from two radiant Eyes, 

Which look as they were lighted up for thee! 

Shall he enjoy thy Paradiſe below ? | 

Blaſt the bold Thought, and curſe him with her 

Charms. 
But ſee the melancholy Lover comes. 


Enter Don Carlos, 2 


Car. Hope, thou haſt told me Lies from Day to Day, 
For more than twenty Tears; vile Promiſer! 
None here are happy, but the very Fool, 

Or very wiſe; and I want Fool enough, 

To ſmile in Vanities, and hug a Shadow ; 

Nor have I wiſdom to elaborate 

An artificial Happineſs from Pains : | 

Ev'n Joys are Pains, becauſe they cannot laſt, [Sighs. 

Yet much is talk*d of Bliſs, it is the Art | 

Of ſuch as have the World in their Poſleſſion, 

To give it a good Name, that Fools may envy 3 

For Envy to ſmall Minds is Flattery. * 

How many lift the Head, look gay, and fmile 

Againſt their Conſciences ? and this we know 

Yet knowing diſbelieve, and try again 

What we have try'd, and ſtruggle with n 2 . 
5 8 2 Eac 
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Each new Experience gives the former Credit, 


And reverend grey Threeſcore is but a Voucher, * 
That Thirty told us true. N 


Zan. My noble Lord, 


1 mourn your Fate: but are no Hopes ſurviving? 


Car, No Hopes. Alvarez has a Heart of Steel : 


®Tis fixt, tis paſt, tis abſolute Deſpair. 


Zan. You wanted not to have your Heart'made 
. tender 
By your own Pains to feel a Friend's Diſtreſs. 
Car. I underſtand you well. Alonzo loves ; 
I pity him. 
Zan, I dare be ſworn you do. 
Yet he has other Thoughts. 
Car, What can'ſt thou mean? | 
Zan. Indeed he has, and fears to aſk a Favour 


A Stranger from a Stranger might requeſt, 


What coſts you Nothing, yet 1s All to him ; 


Nay, what indeed will to your Glory add, 


For nothing more than wiſhing your F riend well, 
Car. I pray be plain: his Happineſs is mine. 
Zan. He loves to Death; but lo reveres his Friend, 


Hie can't perſuade his Heart to wed the Maid, 


Without your Leaye, and that he fears to aſk. 
In perfect Tenderneſs, I urg'd him to it, 
Knowing the deadly Sickneſs of his Heart, 
Your overflowing Goodneſs to your F riend, 


| Your Wiſdom, and Deſpair yourſelf to wed hers 2 


I wrung a Promiſe from him he would t 
And now I come a mutual Friend to both, 
Without his Privacy, to let you know it, 
And to prepare you kindly to receive him. 
Car. Ha! if he weds, I am undone indeed: 
Not Don Avarez ſelf can then relieve me, 
Zan. Alas! my Lord, you know his Heart is Steel, 
*Tis fixt, tis paſt, *tis abſolute Deſpair. 
Car. O cruel Heav'n! and is it not enough 
That I muſt never, never lee her more? 


Say 


— 
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Say, is it not enough that I muſt die; 
But muſt I be tormented in the Grave; 
Aſk my Conſent! Muſt I then give her to him? 
Lead to his nuptial Sheets the bluſhing Maid ? 

O] Leonora] never, never, never! 


Zan. A Storm of Plagues upon him he refuſes. Aide. 


Car. What! wed her? 
Zan To-day, or never. 
To- morrow may ſome wealthier Lover bring, 
And then Alonzo is thrown out like you; 
Then whom ſhall he condemn for his Misfortune? 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his Love. 
Car. O Torment! whither ſhall I turn? 
Zan. To Peace. 
Car. Which is the Way? 
Zan. His Happineſs is yours, 
I dare not diſbelieve you. 
Car. Kill my Friend! 
Or worſe! Alas l and can there be a worſe ? — 
A worſe there is; nor can my Nature bear it. 
Zan, You have convinc'd me, 'tis a dreadful Taſk, 
I find, Alonzo's quitting her this Morning 
For Carlos Sake in Tenderneſs to you, 
Betray*d me to believe it leſs ſevere 
Than I perceive it is. 
Car. Thou doſt upbraid me. 
Zang. No, my good Lord, but ſince you can't comply, 
*Tis my Misfortune that I mentionꝰd it; 
For had I not, Alonzo would indeed 
Have dy'd, as now; but not by your Decree. 
Car. By my Decree! Do I decree his Death? 
I do — Shall I then lead her to his Arms? 
O! which Side ſhall I take? be ſtabb*d? or - itab? — 


and To- day? 


Tis equal Death, a Choice of Agonies. —— 
Ah, no! all other Agonies are Eaſe | 
To one — O Leonora ! — Never, never 
Go, Zanga, go, defer the dreadful Trial, 
Tho? but a Dey, es perchance may happen 
25 3 10 
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This Moment he could wed, without your Leave. 


262 The REvenGes. 


To ſoften all to Friendſhip, and to Love. 
Go, ſtop my Friend; let me not ſee him now, 
But fave us from an Interview of Death. 
Zan, My Lord, Pm bound in Duty to obey you — 


If I not bring him, may Alonzo proſper. | Afide 


[ Ex. Zan. 
Car. Whatisthis World ?—Thy School, O Miſery | 
Our only Leſſon is to learn to ſuffer, 
And he who knows not that, was borh for nothing. 
Thoꝰ deep my Pangs, and heavy at my Heart, 
My Comfort is, each Moment takes away 


A Grain at leaſt from the dead Load that's on me, 


And gives a nearer Proſpect of the Grave. 
But put it moſt ſeverely — ſhould I live —— 
Live long — Alas! there is no Length in Time; 


Not in thy Time, O Man! What's fourſcore Years? 


Nay, what indeed, the Age of Time itſelf, 

Since cut from out Eternity's wide Round? 

Away then. To a Mind reſolv'd and wile, 
There 1s an Impotence in Miſery, 

Which makes me ſmile; when all its Shafts are in me, 


Yet, Leonora — She can make Time long, 


It's Nature alter, as ſhe alter'd mine. 
While in the Luſtre of her Charms I lay, 


Whole Summer Suns roll'd unperceiv*d away 


I Years for Days, and Days for Moments told, 
And was ſurpriz d to hear that I grew old; 
Now Fate does rigidly it's Dues regain, 


And we} Moment 1s an Age of Pain. 


As be is going out, Enter Zanga and Alonzo. Zang 
ſtops Carlos. 


Zan. Is this Don Carlos ? this the boaſted F dd 
How can you turn your Back q rin his Sadneſs? 
Look on him, and then leave him if you can. 
Whoſe Sorrows thus depreſs him? Not his own 


Car. 
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Car. I cannot yield, nor can J bear his Griefs. 
Alonzo ! [Going to him, PEI. 

Alon. O Carlos! 

Car. Pray, forbear. 

Aen. Art thou undone, and ſhall Lonza ſmile? 
Alonzo! who perhaps in ſome Degree 
Contributed to caule thy dreadful Fate ? 

I was deputed Guardian of thy Love; 

But O! Tlov'd myſelf, Pour down AfMictions 
On this devoted Head ; make me your Mark ; 
And be the World by my Example taught, 
How ſacred it ſhould hold the Name of Friend, 

Car. You charge yourſelf unjuſtly ; well I know 

The only Cauſe of my ſevere Affliction. 
Alvarez, curs'd Alvarez — ſo much Anguiſh 
Felt for ſo ſmall a Failure, is one Merit 
Which faultleſs Virtue wants. The Crime was mine, 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou could'ſt fail 
Tho? well I knew that dreadful Poſt of Honour 
I gave thee to maintain. Ah! who could bear 
T hoſe Eyes unhurt? The Wounds myſelf have felt, 
(Which Wounds alone ſhould cauſe me to condemn 
thee) | 
They plead in thy Excuſe; for I too ſtrove 
To U ſhun thoſe Fires, and found twas ny of in Man. 
Aon. You caſt in Shades the Failures of a Friend, 
And ſoften all ; but think not you deceive me : 
I know my Guilt, and I unplore your Pardon, 
As the ſole Glimpſe I can obtain of Peace. 
Car. Pardon for him, who but this Morning threw 
Fair Leonora from his Heart, all bath'd 
In ceaſeleſs Tears, and bluſhing with her Love? 
Who, like a Roſe-leaf wet with Morning Dew, 
Would have ſtuck cloſe, and clung for ever there? 
But *twas in thee, thro? Fondneſs to thy Friend, 
To ſhut thy Boſom againſt Ecſtacies ; 
Far which, whilſt this Pulſe beats, it beats to thee, . 
S 4 While 


_- 
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While this Blood flows, it flows for my Auro, 2 
And every Wiſh is levelPdat thy Joy. 
Zan. to Alon,] My Lord, my Lord, Jus 1 is your 
Iime to f. 
Aan. to Zan.] Becauſe he's kind! ? I ereſore| is 
the worſt; 80 | 
For *tis his Kindneſs which four to hurt. 
Shall the ſame Moment ſee him ſink in Woes, 
And me providing for a Flood of Joys, | 
Rich in the Plunder of his Happineſs ? 
No, I may die; but I can never ſpeak. 

Car. Now, now it comes l they are concerting it, 
The firſt Word ſtrikes me dead O Leonora 
And ſhall another taſte her fragrant Breath? 
Who knows what After. time may bring to paſs? 
Fathers may change, and I may wed her ſtill. ¶ Aſde. 

Aon. to Zan. Do I not fee him quite Poſſeſs d with 

Anguiſh, 

Which, like a Demon, __ him to nad rd ; 
And ſhall I pour in new? No, fond Delire, 
No, Love] One Pang at parting, and farewell. 

I have no other Love but Carlos now, 

Car. Alas! my Friend, why with ſuch eager Graſp 
Doſt prets my Hand, and. weep upon my Cheek? | 

p72 It atter Death our Forms (as ſome believe) 
Shall be tranſparent, naked every Thought, 

And Friends meet Friends, and read each other's 
| | Hearts, - 

Thowlt know one Day, that thou waſt held molt dear. 
Farewel. 

Car. Alonzo, ſtay — He cannot ſpeak [ Holds him. 
Leſt it ſhould grieve me — Shall I be out- done? 
And loſe in Glory, as I loſe in Love? _ [ Afide, 
I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 
You think fo meanly of me, not to ſpeak, 

When well I know your Heart is near to burſting. 

Have you torgot how you have bound me to you ? 
Icur ſmalleſt Friendfhip's m_ and Life. 

4 An. 
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Aon. There, there it is, my Friend, it cuts me there. 
How dreadtul is it to a generous Mind 
To aſk, when ſure it cannot be deny d! 
Car. How greatly thought! in all he tow'rs above 
me. IA. 
Then you confeſs you would aſk chin of me. 
Alon. No, on my Soul. 
Zan. to Alon. Then loſe her. 
Car. Glorious Spirit 
Why, what a Pang has he run e for ibis 
By Heav*n, I envy him his Agonies. 
Why was not mine the moſt illuſtrious Lot, 
Ot ſtarting at one Action trom below, 
And flaming up into conſummate Greatneſs ? 
Ha! Angels, {trengthen-me! - It ſhall be ſo 
I can't want Strength. Great Actions, once conceiv'd, 
Strengthen like Wine, and animate the Soul, 
And call themſelves to Being. [ A/de.] My Alonzo ! 
Since thy great Soul diſdains to make Requeſt, 
Receive with Favour that I make to thee, 
Aon. What means my Carlos? 
Car. Pray obſerve me well. 
Fate and Alvarez tore her from my Heart, 
And plucking up my Love, they had well nigh 
Pluck'd up Life too, for they were twin' d together. 
Of that no more — What now does Reaſon bid ? 
I cannot wed —— Farewel my Happineſs ; 
But, O my Soul, with Care provide for hers. 
In Life, how weak, how helpleſs is a Woman! 
Soon hurt, in Happineſs itſelt unſafe, 
And often wounded while ſhe plucks the Roſe ; 
So properly the Object of Affliction, 
That Heav'n is pleas'd to make Diſtreſs become her, 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably in Tears. i 
Take then my Heart in Dow'ry with the Fair, 
Be thou her Guardian, and thou muſt be mine, 
Shut out the Thouſand preſſing Hs of Life 
With thy ſurrounding Arms — Do this, and then 


Set 
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Set down the Liberty and Life thou gav'ſt me, 
As little Things, as Eſſays of thy Goodneſs, 
And Rudiments of Friendfhip ſo divine. 
Alon. There 'is a Grandeur in|thy Goodnes to 
me, 
Which with thy Foes would render thee ador'd. 
But have a Care; nor think I can bepleas'd 
With any Thing that lays in Pains for thee. 
Thou doſt diſſemble, and thy Heart's in Tears: 
Car. My Heart's in Health, my Spirits dance their 
Round, | 
And at my Eye Pleaſure looks out in Smiles. 

. Alon. And canſt thou, canſt thou part with Leonora? 
Car. I do not part with her, I give her thee. 
Aon. O Carlos! © 

Car. Don't diſtruſt me, I'm ſincere. 
Nor 1s it more than ſimple Juftice in me. 
This Morn didſt thou reſign her for my Sake; 
I but perform a Virtue learnt from thee ; 
Diſcharge a Debt, and pay her to thy Wiſhes. 
Aon. Ah, how ?— Butthink not Words were ever 
* made 


5 For ſuch Occaſions. Silence, Tears, Embraces, 


Are languid Eloquence: PII ſeek Relief 

In Abſence from the Pain of ſo much Goodneſs, 

There thank the Bleſt above, thy ſole Superiors, 

Adore, and raiſe my Thoughts of them by thee, 

Exit. 

Zan. Thus far Succeſs has crown d my boldeſt Hope. 

My next Care is to haſten theſe new Nuptials, 

And then my Maſter-works begin to play. Aide. 
Why this was greatly done, without one Sign 


[To Car. 
To carry fach a Glory to its Period. 
Car. Too ſoon thou praiſeſt me. He's gone, rand 
now 
"I muſt unſluice my over- burden'd Heart, 


And 
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And let it flow. I would not grieve my Friend 
With Tears; nor interrupt my great Deſign, 

Great ſure as ever human Breaſt durſt think of. 

But now my Sorrows, long with Pain ſuppreſt, 


Burſt their Confinement with impetuous Sway, 
O'er-ſwell all Bounds, and bear e' en Life away. 
So till the Day was won, the Greet renòwn' d 
With Anguiſh wore the Arrow in his Wound, 
Then drew the Shaft from out his tortur'd Side, 
Let guſh the Torrent of his Blood, and dy'd. 
| Exeunt. 


4 1 4 4 * — — 8 8 FF 
Torn — 


AG T IM. SCENE I. 
Enter Zang and Iſabella. 
Z ANG A. 


() Joy, thou welcome Stranger! twice three Tears 
I have not felt thy vital Beam; but now 
It warms my Veins, and plays around my Heart ; 
A fiery Inſtinct lifts me from the Ground, 
And I could mount The Spirits numberleſs 
Of my dear Countrymen, which Yeſterday 
Left their poor bleeding Bodies on the Field, 
Are all aſſembled here, and o'er-inform me.— 
O Bridegroom ! Great indeed thy preſent Bliſs ; 
Yet ev'n by me unenvy*d ; for be ſure 
It is thy laſt, thy laſt Smile, that which now 
| Sits on thy Cheek; enjoy it while thou may'ſt; 
Anguiſh, and Groans, and Death beſpeak To-morrow, 
My 1/abella ! 
aa wide 8 ab, 
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Jab. What Commands my Moor? 
Zan, My fair Ally! my lovely Miniſter ! 
Twas well Alvarez, by my Arts impell'd, 
(To plunge Don Carlos in the laſt Deſpair, 
And fo prevent all future Moleſtation) 
Finiſh'd the Nuptials ſoon as he reſolv'd them; 
This Conduct ripen'd all for Me, and Ruin. 
Scarce had the Prieſt the holy Rite perform'd, 
When I, by ſacred Inſpiration, forg'd 
That Letter, which I truſted to thy Hand ; 
That. Letter, Which in glowing Terms conveys, 
From happy Carlos to fair Leonora, 
The moſt profound Acknowledgment of Heart 
For wond'rous Tranſports, which he never koev. 
This is a good ſubſervient Artifice, 
To aid the nobler Workings of my Brain, * 
Jab. 1 quickly dropt it in the Bride's Apartment, 
As you commanded. 
Zan. With a lucky Hand; 
For ſoon Alonzo found it; 1 obſerv'd him 
From out my ſecret Stand. He took it up; 
But ſcarce was it unfolded to his Sight, - 
When he, as if an Arrow pierc'd his Eye, 
Started, and trembling dropt it on the Ground. 
Pale and aghaſt awhile my Victim ftood, 
Diſguis'd a Sigh or two, and puff d them from 
in 
Then rubb'd his Brow, and took it up again. 
At firſt he look'd as it he meant to read it; 
But check'd by riſing Fears, he cruſh'd it Thus, 
And thruſt it, like an Adder, in his Boſom; 
Lab. But if he read 1 it not, 1t cannot ſting rh, 
At leaſt not mortally, * 
Zan. At firſt I Ait it ſo; 
But farther Thought informs me otherwiſe, 
And turns this Dilappointment to Account. 


— 
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He more ſhall credit it, becauſe unſeen, 
(If *tis unſeen) as thou anon may*ſt find. 
Jab. T 8 would indeed commend my Zange's 
S 
Zan. This, Iſabella, is Don Carlos Picture $\ 
Take it, and fo diſpoſe of it, that found, 
It may raiſe up a Witneſs of her Love, 
Under her Pillow, in her Cabinet, 
Or elſewhere, as ſhall beſt promote our End. 
Lab. I'll weigh it as its Conſequence requires, 
Then do my utmoſt to deſerve your Smile. 
[ Exit Iſabella. 
Zan. Is that Alonzo proſtrate on the Ground? — 
Now he ſtarts up like Flame from ſleeping Embers, 
And wild Diſtraction glares from either Eye. 
If thus a ſlight Surmiſe can work his Soul, 
How will the Fulneſs of the SE tear him ! 


Enter Alonzo. © 


Aon. And yet it cannot be -I am deceiv'd — 

I injure her: ſhe wears the Face of Heav'n. | 
Zan, He doubts, IAlde. 
Aon. I dare not look on this again. 

If the firſt Glance, which gave Suſpicion only, 

Had ſuch Effect, fo ſmote my Heart and Brain, 

The Certainty would daſh me all in Pieces. 

It cannot Hal it muſt, jt muſt be true. [ Starts. 
Zan, Hold there, and we ſucceed, He has deſery d 

me. 

And (for he knows I love him) will unfold 

His aching Heart, and reſt it on my Counſel. 

P11 ſeem to go, to make my Stay more ſure. Alle. 
Alon. Hold, Zanga, turn. | 
Zan. My Lord. 

Aon. Shut cloſe the Doors. 
That not a Spirit find an Entrance here. 


Zan 
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Zan, My Lord's obey'd. 
Alon, I ſee that thou art frighted, 
If thou doſt love me, I ſhall ill chy Heare | 
With Scorpions Stings. 
Zan. If I do love, my Lord? 
Alon. Come near me, let me reſt upon thy Boſom 
(What Pillow like the Boſom of a Friend?) 
For I am ſick at Heart. 
Zan. Speak, Sir, O ſpeak, 
And take me from the Rack. 
Aon. And is there need 
Of Words? Behold a Wonder See my Tears! 
Zan. 1 — too. Heav'n grant my Senſes fail | 
me! 

I rather would loſe them, than have this real. 

Aln. Go, take a Round thro? all Things 3 in od 
Thought, 0 

And find that One; for there is only One 
Which could extort my Tears; find that, and tell 
Thyſelf my Miſery, and ſpare me the Pain, 

Zan. Sorrow can think but ill I am bewilder'd ; 5 
I know not where 1 am. 
Aon. Think, think no more. 
It ne&er can enter in an honeſt Heart: 
PI tell thee then—I-cannot——Yet Ido, 
By wanting Force to give it Utterance. 
Zan. Speak, eaſe your Heart; its Throbs will break 
your Boſom. 
Alon. I am moſt happy; mine is Victory, 

Mine the King's Favour, mine the Nation's Shout, 
And great Men make their Fortunes of my Smiles. 
O curſe of Curſes ! In the Lap of Bleſſing 
Jo be moſt curſt! My Leonora's falſe! 
Zan. Save me, my Lord 

Alon. My Leonora's falſe. [Gives him the Litter, 

Zan, Then Heav'n has loſt its Image here on Earth. 

[While Zanga reads the Letter, he trembles and 
ſhews the utmoſt Concern, 


Alon, 
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Alon, Good-natur'dMan! he makes my Pains his 


OWN, _ | 
I durſt not read it; but I read it now 
In thy Concern. _ 
Zan. Did you not read it then? 
Aon. Mine Eye juſt touch'd it, and could bear no 
more, 
Zan. 2p periſh all that gives Alonzo Pain. „ 
[Tears the Leiter. 
Aon. Why didſt thou tear it ? 
Zan. Think of it no more. 
*T was your Miſtake, and groundleſs are your Fears. 
Alon. And didſt thou tremble then for my Miſtake ? 
Or give the whole Contents, or by the Pangs 
That feed upon my Heart, thy Life's in Danger. 
Zan. Is this Alonzo's Language to his Zanga ? 
Draw forth your Sword, and find the Secret here. 
For whoſe Sake is it, think you, I conceal it? 
W herefore this Rage? Becauſe I ſeek your Peace? 
I have no Intereſt in ſuppreſſing it, 
But what good-natur'd Tenderneſs for you 
Obliges me to have. Not mine the Heart 
That will be rent in Two, not mine the Fame 
That will be damn'd, tho? all the World ſhould know it. 
Alon. Then my worſt Fears are true, and “Life is paſt. 
Zan. What has the Raſhneſs of my Paſſion utter d? 
I know not what; but Rage is our Diſtraction, 
And all its Words are Wind Let ſure, I think, 
I nothing own'd—But grant ] did confeſs. 
What is a Letter? Letters may be forg'd. (Ate 
For Heav'ns ſweet Sake, my Lord, lift up your Heart. 
Some Foe to your Repoſe 
Alon. So Heav'n look on me, 
As I can't find the Man I have offended. 
Zan. Indeed! (Afde.) — Our Innocence is not our 
Shield, 
They take Offence, who have not been offended ; 
They {eek our Ruin too, who ſpeak us fair, 


And 


n eee 
And Death is often ambuſſ d i in their Stiles: 


We know not whom we have to fear; *Tis certain 
A Letter may be forg*d, and in a Point 
Of ſuch a dreadful Conſequence as this, a 
One would rely on Nought that might be falſe— 
Think, have you any other Cauſe to doubt her ?— 
Away, you can find none. Reſume your Spirit, 
All's well again. | 7 © b ONS 
An. O that it were | | +” 
Zan. It is; 
For who would credit that, which credited, 
Makes Hell ſuperfluous by ſaperior Pains, 
- Without ſuch Proofs as cannot be withſtood ? 
Has ſhe not ever been to Virtue train*d ? 
Is not her Fame as Spotleſs as the Sun, 
Her Sex's Envy, and the Boaſt of Spain? 
Aon. O Zanga! It is that confounds me moſt, 
That full in Oppoſition to Appearance - 
Zan, No more, my Lord, for you condemn yourſelf, 
What is Abſurdity, but to believe 


* | Againſt Appearance? — You can't yet, I find, 


Subdue your Paſſion to your better Senle 
And, Truth to tell, it does not much diſpleaſe me. 
3 fit our Indiforctions ſhould be check*d, 

With ſome Degrees of Pain. 

Alon, What Indiſcretion? | 

Zan. Come, you muſtbearto hear your F aults from me. 
Had you not ſent Don Carlos to the Court 
The Night before the Battel, that foul Slave, 


Who forg'd the ſenſeleſs Scroll which gives you Pain, | 


Had wanted Footing for his Ern 
Alon. I ſent him not. | 
Zan. Not ſend him! — Ha! That ſtrikes me, 
l I thought he came on Meſſage to the King. 
ls there another Cauſe could juſtify - 

His ſhunning Danger, and the promis'd Fight . 
Bur I perhaps may think too rigidly; 

| S0 * an Abſence, and i impatient Love 


* 


. 
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Alon. In my Confuſion, that had quiteeſcap'd me. 
By Heav'n, my wounded. Soul does bleed afreſh 
*Tis clear as Day — for Carlos is ſo brave, 
He lives not but on Fame, he hunts for Danger, 
And is enamour'd of the Face of Death. | 
How then could he decline the next Day's Battle, . 
But for the Tranſports ? — O, it muſt be ſo — 
Inhuman, by the Loſs of his own Honour, 

To buy the Ruin of his Friend! 

Zan, You wrong him; 

He knew not of your Love. 

Alon. Ha! — hu 192.23 ors 

Zan. That ſtings home. 43 

Alon. Indeed, he knew not of my treacherous Love 
Proofs riſe on Proofs, and ſtill the laſt the . 
TH eternal Law of Things declare it true, 

Which calls for Judgments on diſtinguiſh'd Guilt, 
And loves to make our Crime our Puniſhment. 
Love is my Torture, Love was firſt my Crime; 
For ſhe was his, my Friend's, and he (O Horror!) 
Confided all in me. O facred Faith! 

How dearly I abide thy Violation ! 

Zan, Were then their Loves far gone? 

Alon, The Father's Will 
There bore a total Sway; and he, as ſoon 
As Newsarriv'd that Carlos Fleet was ſeen 
From off our Coaſt, fir'd with the Love of Gold, 
Determin'd, that the very Sun which ſaw 
Carius Return, ſhould ſee his Daughter wed. 

Zan, Indeed, my Lord, then you muſt pardon me, 
17 I preſume to mitigate the Crime. 

nſider, ſtrong Allurements ſoften Guilt ; 
Li was his Abſence, ardent was his Loye, 
At Midnight his Return, the next Day deſtin'd 
For his Eſpouſals —— *twas a ſtrong Temptation, 
Alon. Temptation 
Zan, *T'was but gaining of one Night, 
Alon. One Night! 
a T Zan. 


9 R 20 5 


274 
„ ur. That Crime could nefer return again. 

Alon. Again! By Heav'n, thou doſt inſult thy * 
Temptation] one Night gain d! O and Reach k 
An mine. 44 Alas, my Zanga ! 
And doſt thou own it too? Der! it al: - | 
And reſcue me one Moment from Diſtraction. | 

Zan. My Lord, I hope the beſt, ' 

Alon. Falſe, fooliſh Hope, | 
And inſolent to me | Thou know'ſt b; * 

It is as glaring, as the Noon-tide Sun, - 
Devil; this Morning, after three Years Coldnef, 
To ruſh at once into a Paſſion for me! 
Twas Time to feign, twas Time to get another, 
When her firſt Fool was ſated with her Beauties. 
Zan. What ſays my Lord? Did Leonora then 
Never before diſcloſe her Paſſion for you? | 
Aion. Never. | 

Zan. Throughout the whole de Years ? 

Alon. O never! never! 
Why, Zanga, ſhould'it thou ſtrive J Ate all in vain ; 
* 10 thy Soul labours, it can find no Reeg 
For Hope to catch at. Ah! Pm plunging down 
Ten thouſand thouſand: Fathoms in Deſpair. + 

Zan, Hold, Sir, I'll break your Fall — Wave ev'ry 

Far, 
And be a Man agai ain—Had he enjoy*d her; 


Be moſtaſſur'd, he had reſfign'd her to _ 


With leſs . 
Alon, Ha! Reſign her to me 


Reſign her! — Who reſign'd her? — Double Death! 


1 — could I doubt ſo long? my Heart is broke. 
Firſt love her to Diſtraction! then reſign her! 
Zan. But was it not with utmoſt Agony? 
Aon. Grant that, he ſtill reſign'd her, that's enough. 
Would he pluck out his Eye to give it me? 


Tear out his Heart? - She was his Heart no more 


Nor was it with Reluctance he reſign'd her. 
| 6 ren | "A. By 


\ 
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By Heav?n, he aſk'd, he courted me to wed, | 
I thought, it ſtrange tis now no longer ſo. 
Zap. Way * Na Are you right be of 
| t 
I fear the Letter was not all a Tale. ; 
on, A Tale! There's Proof equivalent to Sj ighe, 

Zan. I ſhould diſtruſt my Sight on this Occaſion. 

Alon. And foſhould I; by Heay'n, Ithink I ſhould, 
What, Leonora the Divine, by whom 
We gueſs'd at Angels? O! I'm all Confuſion. 

Zan, You are now too much ruffled to think clearl1, 
Since Bliſs and Horror, Life and Death hang on it, 
Go to your Chamber, there maturely weig 
Fach Circumſtance z conſider, above ally 
That it is Jealouſy's peculiar Nature 
To ſwell ſmall Things to great; nay, out of N ought 
To corjjure much, and then to loſe its Reaſon 
Amid the hideous Phantoms i it has form'd. 

Ales, Had I ten thouſand Lives, I'd give them al 
To be deeeiv'd, I fear *tis Doomſ-day with me; 
And yet ſhe ſeem'd fo pure, that T thought Heav'n 
Borrow'd her Form for Virtne's ſelf to wear, 
| To gain her Lovers with the Sons of Men. 

[Exit Alonzo, 


Enter Thbella, 


Zan, Thus far it works auſpiciouſly. My Patient 
Thrives underneath my Hand in Miſery. 
He's gone to think, that is, to be diſtracted. 
Tos. 1 overheard your Conference, and {aw you, 
To my Amazement, tear the Letter, 
Zan. There, 
There, Iſabella, 1 out- did myſelf. 
For tearing it, I not ſecure it only 
In its firſt Force; but ſuperadd-a new. 
For who can now the Character examine 


To quſe a Doubt, much leſs detect the F raud? 
| | 1 And. 
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And after tearing it, 5 lack to they 
The foul N if I ſhould ſwear it now 
A Forgery ay then would diſbelieve me, 


Nay Ki, would diſbelieve, the more I ſwore. 
But is the Picture happily _— of ? 

Jab. It is. 

Zan. Fes. well— Ah! what is well? O ) Pang to 

think! 

O dire Neceſſity! is this my Province ? —_— 
Whither, my Soul, ah! whither art thou ſunk 
Beneath thy Sphere ? Fer while, far, far above 
Such little Arts, Diſſemblings, Falſhoods, Frauds, 
The Traſh of Villainy itſelf, which falls 
To Cowards and poor Wretches wanting Bread. 
Does this come a Soldier? this — 5 
Whom Armies follow'd, and a People lov'd? 
My martial Glory withers at the Thought, 
But great my End; and ſince there are no other, 
Theſe Means are juſt, they ſhinewith borrow'd Light, 
Illuſtrious from the Purpoſe they purſue. 


And greater ſure my Merit, who to gain 
A Point ſublime; can ſuch a Taſk fuſtain ; 
To wade thro Ways obſcene, my Honour bend, 
And ſhock my Nature, to attain my End. 
Late Time ſhall wonder; that my Joys will raiſe ; 
For Yoder? is involuntary Praiſe. 


* 1 1 * 


— 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter Alonzo and Zanga. 
ALONZO. 


What a Pain to think! when every Thought, 
Perplexing Thought, in Itricacies runs, 
* Reaſon knits th* inextricable Toil, 
n which herſelf 5 taken ! I am loſt, 


Poor 
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Phe Inſect that I am, J am involy'd, | 
And bury*d in the Web myſelf have wrought, 
One Argument is balanc'd by another, 
And Reaſon Reaſon meets in doubtful Figl | 
And Proofs are countermin*d by equal | 
No more PII bear this Battle of the Mind, 

This inward Anarchy ; but find my Wite, 
And to her trembling Heart preſenting Death, | | 
Force all the Secret rh her. 


my 


Zan, O forbear ! 
You totter on the very Brink of Ruin, 
Alon, What doſt ? the mean? 
Zan. That will diſcover all, | 
And kill my Hopes, What can I think or do? [46 | 
Alon. What doſt thou murmur ? 1 
Zan, Force the Secret from her! 
What's Perjury to ſuch a Crime as this? 
Will ſhe confeſs it then? O groundleſs Hope 
But reſt aſſur'd, ſneꝰ Il make this Accuſation, 
Or falſe or true, your Ruin with the King; 
Such is her Father's Power; 
Alon. No more, I care not; 
Rather than groan beneath this Load, I'II die. | 
Zan, But for what better will you change this Load ? 
Grant you ſhould know it, would not that be worſe ? 
Alon. No, it would cure me of my mortal Pangs : 
By Hatred and Contempt, I ſhould deſpite her; 
And all my Love-bred Agonies would vaniſh. 
Zan. Ah! were I ſure of that, my Lord — 
Alon, What then ? 
Zan, You ſhould not hazard Life to gain the Secret. 
Alon. What doſt thou mean? Thou know'ſt I'm 
on the Rack; 
I'll not be play'd with, ſpeak, if thou haſt aught, 
Or I this Inſtant fly to Leonora. 
Zan. That is, to Death. My Lord, I am not yet 
Quite ſo far gone in Guilt to luer! „ 
Tir? gone too far, Heav'n knows Tis Iamguilty.— 
1 3 1 have 
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I have took vie as you I know obſery*d, 
To hinder you from diving in the Secret, PE. 
And turn'd aſide your Thoughts from the Detection. 
Aeon. Thou Joſt confound" me. f 
Zan. I confotind myſelf, e095 
And frankly own, * * to my Shame I own * 
Nought but your Life is Danger could have torn 
The Secret out, and made me o my Crime. 
Aon. Speak quickly; Zanga, peak. 
Zan. Not yet, dread Sir: 
Firſt I muſt be aſſur' d, that if you find 
The fair one guilry, Scorn, as you alſur'd _. 
Shall conquer Love and Rage, and heal | your Soul. 
Aon. O! *twill, by Heav* . hn 
Zan. Alas! T fear it müch, 2 8 
And ſcarce can hope fo far x but I of this f 
Exact your ſolemn Oath, that youll 198 
From all Self. Violence, and ſave my Lord. 
Aun. I trebly wear. 
Zan. Tou'll hear it like a Man N 
Alon, A God. 7 2 . 
Zan. 7 have you been to me, cheſe Tra con- 
els it. | 
And pour'd forth Miracles of Kindocls on me : 
And what Amends is now within my Pow'r, 
But to confels, expoſe myſelf to Juſtice, 
And as a Bleſſing claim my Puniſhment? 
Know then, Don Carlos. 
„ K 
Zan. You cannot bear it. 
Aon. Go on, PFll have it, tho? it blaſt Mankind 3 
I, have it all, and inſtantly. Go on. 
Zan, Don Carlos did return at dead of Ni * — 


Euter Leonora. 


1 My Lord. Alonzo, you are adſen from us, ; 
And 19 5 TNT: our Joy. $45. 
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: Alon, I'll come, my Love: en Pte 
Be not our Friends daſerted by us both 3 
Pll follow you this Moment. 
Leon. My good Lord, 
I do obſerve Severity of Thought 
Upon your Brow. Aught hear you from the Moors ? 
ps No, my Delight. 
Leon, What then employ'd your Mind „ dt 
Alon. Thou, Love, and only Thou ; fo W n 
- befriend me, NIN 27+ 
As other Thought can find no Entrance here. 
Leon. How good in you, my Lord, whom r 
Cares 
Sollicit, and a World in Arms obeys, 
To drop one Thought on me 
SSIS [He ſhews the utmoſt Inpatece 
Aon. Doſt thou then prize it? 
Leon. Do you then aſk it? 41 
Alon, Know then to thy Comfort, 
Thou haſt me all, my throbbing Heart is full 
With thee alone, I've thought of nothing, elſe ; 
Nor ſhall, I from my Soul believe, till Death. 
. My Life, our Friends 10 chee. 
Lon. 1 obey, - [ Exit Lend 
Aon. Is that the Face of cur'd Hypocriſy ? 
If ſhe is guilty, Stars are made of Darkneſs, 
And Beauty ſhall no more belong to Heav'n- 
Don Carlos did return at dead of Nieht : - 
Proceed, good Zanga, ſo thy Tale began. 
Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of Night ; 
That Night, by Chance (ill Chance for me) did I 
Command the Watch that guards the Palace Gate. 
He told me he had Letters for the King, | 
Diſpatch'd from you. | 
Aon. The Villain ly'd. 
Zan. My Lord. 
J pray forbear—Tranſported at this Sight, 
uw ſo long a 9 and your Friend, 


T4 (Who 


9 
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(Who could ſuſpect him af an Artifice TY 
No farther I enquir d; but let him pas, 
Falſe to my Truſt, at leaſt imprudent in it. 
Our Watch reliey*d, I went into the Garden 
As is my Cuſtom when the Night's ſerene, 
And ok a Moor-light Walk: When ſoon I heard 
A ruſtling in an Arbour that was near me. 
I faw two Lovers in each other's Arms, 
Embracing and embrac' d. Anon the Man 
Alroſe, and falling back ſome Paces from her, 
Gaz d ardently awhile, then ruſh*d at once. 
And throwing all himſelf into her Boſom, 
There ſoftly ligh'd ; ** O Night of Ecſtacy ! 
„ When ſhall we meet * Don . 
Led Leonora forth. | 
_ Aon. O! O my Heart! [Ze finks inco 4 Chair. 
Zan. Groan on, and with theSound'refreſh my Soul. 
"Tis thro' his Heart, his Knees ſmite one another; 
*Tis thro' his Brain, tisEye-valls roll in ne 4 
LA. 
My Lad, my Lord, why will you rack my Soul? 
Speak to me, let me know that you ſtill live. 
Do you not know me, Sir? Pray look upon me; 
You think too deeply, I'm your own Zanga, 
So lov*d, ſo cheriſh'd, and fo faithful to you. — 
Where ſtart you in ſuch Fury? Nay, my Lord, 
For Heav*ns Sake ſheath your Sword ! — this 
mean? 
Foe): that I was, to truſt you with the Secret, 
And you unkind to break your Word with me. 
0 Paſſion for a Woman On the Ground? 
Where is your boaſted Courage? Where your Scorn, 
And prudent Rage that was to cure your Grief, 
And chace your Love- bred Agonies away ? 
Riſe, Sir, for Hpnour's Sake: Why ſhould the Moors, 
Why ſhould the Vanquiſh'd triumph ? _ 
Alon. Would to Heaven, | 
Thar I were lower ſtill! O ſhe was All! 


— ** 


vey 
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My Fame, my Friendſhip, and my Love of Arms, 
All ſtoop d to her, my Blood was her Poſſeſſion. 
Deep in the ſecret Foldings of my Heart ; 
She liv'd with Life, and far the x ee She. 
But and no more — ſet Nature in a Blaze, 
Give her a Fit of Jealouſy - away 
To think on't is the Torment of the Damn'd; 
And not to think on't, is impoſſible. . 
How fair the Cheek, that firſt alarm*d my Soul! 
How bright the Eye, that ſets it on a Flame 
How ſoft the Breaſt, on which I laid my Peace 
For Years to ſlumber, unawak*'d by Care 
How fierce the Tranſport! How fublime the Plifs! 
How deep, how „ Horror, and Deſpair! 
Zan, You faid, you'd bear it Uke's Mai, 
Alon, 1 do. | 
Am I not moſt diſtracted ?.. 
Zan, Pray be calm. 
Aon. As Hurricanes: Be thou aflur'd'of that, 
=, Is this the wiſe Alonzo ? 
Alon, Villain, no no. | 
He dy'd i in the Arbour, he was murder'd there; 
J am his Dæmon tho? —My Wife ! my Wife! — 
Zan, Alas! he weeps. | 
Alon, Go, dig her Grave, 
Zan. My Lord 
Alon, But that her Blood's too hot, I would carouſe it 
Around my Bridal-Board. 
Zan, And I would pledge thee. (All. | 
Alon. But I may alk tod faſt. Pray let me think, 
And reaſon mildly.—Wedded and undone 
Before one Night deſcends—O haſty Evil! 
What Friend to comfort me in this Extreme ! 
Where's Carlos? Why is Carlos abſent from me? 
Does he know what has happen'd ? . 
Zan. My good Lord 
Alon. ODepthof Horrors! Hel my Boſom Friend? 
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Mon, To Death. | 4 v1 
eee a kd? eat i 
Give them the Vulturs, tear them all in Pieces! "4 

Zan. Moſt excellent! IA. 


Alon. Hark! you can keep a Secret. — — ll 
In yonder Abou bound with Jefſamin, ++ -- 
Who's that? What Villain's that? unhand her — 

: Murder! a 
Tear them — — Haw! * 2% T 
My Heart betwixtthem! O let go my Heart! 
Yet let it go—Embracing and embrar'd! © 
0 Peſtilence! — Who let him in? A Traytor. 

[Goes to ſtab Zanga, be prevents him. 
Abal:tny Head rurns round, Ow «yp Apa, Ul 
Zan. My Lordi! > 


Alon, O Villain, Villain, moſt +] node 


If thou didſt know it, why didft let me wed? 
Zan. Hear me, my Lord, your Anger will abate. 
I knew it not, Ifaw them in the Garden; ID 
But faw no more than you might well expect 
To ſee in Lovers deſtin*d for each other 
By Heav'n, I thought their Meeting innocent. 
Who could falpect fair Leonora's Virtue ? 

Till After-prcofs conſpir'd to blacken it; "7 2 We 5-000 
Sad Proofs, which came too late, which broke not out 
(Eternal Curſes on Atoarez Haſte) | OY 
Till holy Rites had made the Wanton yours; 

And then, I own, I labour'd to conceal it, 

In Duty, and Compaſſion to your Peace. 

Alon: Live now, be damn'd hereafter 3 for I want 

„ Sane 
O Night ef  Ecftacy ! Ha! was't not ſo?” 
I will enjoy this Murder ——Lerme — 
The Jess min Bow'r, tis ſecret and remote; 
Go, wait me there, and take wy. Dagger with thee. 

[ Exit Zan. 

How the ſweet 3 ſtill * within my Ear! 
. When ſhall cue meet again? To- night, in Hell. 


As 


F 
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4 be is going, Enter Leonora. 


"1 I'm furpriz'd, I ſtagger at has . 

O Angel-Devil! — Shall I ſtab her now ? 
No, it ſhall be as I had firſt determin'd : 
To kill her now were half my Vengeance loft. 
Then I muſt now diſſemble If I can. 

Leon. My Lord, excuſe me; ſee, a ſecond Time 
J come in Embaſſy from all your Friends, 
Whoſe Joys are ud. uninſpir d by you. 

. This Moment, Leonora, I was c 

To thee, and all — but ſure, or I miſtake, 
Or thou canſt well inſpire my Friends with Joy. 

Leon, Why ſighs, my Lord ? 

Aon. I ſigh'd not, Leonora. 5 

Leon. 1 2 you did; 2 mine, my 

rd 

And I ſhall feel them all. V7 

Alon. Doſt flatter me ? 

Leon. If my Regards for you are F lattery, 
Full far indeed I ftretch*d the 1 UUW 
In this Day's ſolemn Rite. 

Aon. What Rite? 

Leon. Lou ſport me. | 

Alon, Indeed I do; my Heart is full of Mirth. 


Leon, And ſo is mine I look on Chearfulneſs, 
As on the Health of Virtue, 


Alon. Virtue ! Damn 
Leon. What ſays my Lord? 
Alon, Thou art exceeding fair. 
Leon. Beauty alone is but of little Worth; 
But when the Soul and Body of a Piece, 
Both ſhine alike, then they obtain a Price, 
And are a fit Reward for gallant Actions, 5 
Heav'n's Pay on Earth for ſuch great Souls as yours; 
If Fair and 2 I am your Due. 


: Aon. 
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Alon. Innocent! Ker 4 ns ” "oh 
Leon, How! my 211 Ti pere you, 
Alon. No, my beſt Life, I muſt not part with bs, 
This Hand is mine. O] What a Hand is here 12 
So ſoft, Souls ſink into it, and are loſt!! F 
Leon. In Tears, my Lord? © | F, 
An. What leſs can ſpeak my Joy? 
I gaze, and I forgot my own Exiſtence ; 
*Tis all a Viſion, my Head ſwims in Heav'n. 
Wherefore? O! wherefore this Expence of Beauty ? 
And wherefore ? O 
Why, I cou'd gaze upon thy Looks for ever, 
And drink in all my Being from thine Eyes; 
And I could ſnatch a flaming N . 
And hurl Deſtruction. N 
Leon. How, my Lord! what mean you ? 
Acquaine me with the Secret of your Heart, 
Or caſt me out for ever from your Love. 
Aon. Art thou concern'd for me? 
Leon. My Lord, you fright me. | 
Is this the Fondnefs of your Nuptial Hour ? 
I am ill-ugd, my Lord, I muſt not bear it. 
Why, when I woo your Hand, is it deny*d me ? 
Your very Eyes, why are they taught to ſnun me? 
Nay, my good Lord, I have a Title here,  . 
[ [Taking his Hand. 
And I will have it. Am I not your Wife? 
Have I not juſt Authority to know = 
That Eeart, which I have purchas d with my own © ? | 
Lay it before me then, it is my Due. 
Unkind Alonzo, tho I might demand 1 it, N 
Behold, I kneel! See, Leonora kneels, 
And deigns to be a Beggar for her own! _ 
"Tell me the Secret, I conjure you tell me. 
The Bride foregoes the Homage of her Day, 
Avarea Daughter trembles in the Duſt, 
Speak then, I charge you ſpeak, or J expire, 
And load you with my Death. My Lord—my _ ! 
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Aan. Ha! ha! ha! (He, treas from br and ſhe 
upon the Floor. 
1 Are theſe che Joys which fondly 1 end 
And is it thus a wedded Life begins ? 
What did I part with, when I gave my Heart? 
I knew not that all Happineſs went with it. 
Why did I leave my tender Father's Wing, 
And venture into Love? The Maid that loves, 
Goes out to Sea upon a ſhatter'd Plank, 
And puts her Truft in Miracles for Safety. 
Where ſhall I ſigh? where pour out my Complaint ? 
He that ſhould hear, ſhould ee ſhould redreſs, | 
He is the Source of all. 
Alon. Go to thy Chamber, — 
I ſoon will follow; that which now diſturbs then 
Shall be clear*d up, and thou ſhalt not condemn me. 
[Exit Leon. 
O, how like Innocence ſne looks! What, ſtab her, 
And ruſh her into Blood I never can. 
In her Guilt ſhines, and Nature holds my Hand. 
How then? Why thus — No more, it is determin'd, 


Enter Zanga. 


Zan. I fear his Heart has fail'd him. She muſt die. 
Can I not rouze the Snake that's in his Boſom, 
To ſting out human Nature, and effect it? ¶ Alde. 

Alon, This vaſt and ſolid Earth, that blazingSun, 
'Thoſe Skies thro? which it rolls, muſt all have End. 
What then is Man ? the ſmalleſt Part of nothing. 
Day buries Day, Month, Month, and Year the Year, 
Our Life is but a Chain of many Deaths ; 

Can then Death's ſelf be fear'd? Our Life ch rather: 
Life is the Deſart, Life the Solitude, 

Death joins us to the great Majority: 

*Tis to 1 born to Plato's, and to Cæſar; 

*Tis to be great for ever 

»Tis Pleaſure, tis Ambition then to die. 


. Zan, 
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hs. I think, my Lord, you all'd of Dean. 
Aon. I did. 

Zan. I give joy, then Leonoraꝰs Dead. 60 
Alon. No, Zanga, no, the greateſt Guilt is mine, 
*Tis mine, whomight have mark d his Midnight Viſit; 
Who might have mark*d his Tameneſs to reſign her, 
Who might have mark*d her ſudden Turn of Love: 

Theſe, and a Thouſand Tokens more z and yet, 
(For which the Saints abſolve my Soul) did wed. 
Zan. Where does this tend? 
| Alon, To ſhed a Woman's Blood 
Would ſtain my Sword, and make my Wars ingloriousz 
But juſt Refrain to myſelf bears in it 
A Gini of Greatneſs above vulgar Minds. 


| He who, ſuperior to the Checksof Nature, 


Dares make his Life the Victim of his Reaſon, 
Does in ſome Sort that Reaſon deify. 
And take a Flight at Hegy*n. 
Zan. Alas! my Lord, 
*Tis not your Reaſon, but her Beauty finds 
Thoſe Arguments, and throws you on your Sword. 
You cannot cloſe an Eye that is ſo bright, 
You cannot ſtrike-a Breaſt that is fo ſoft, 
That has Ten thouſand Ecſtaſies in Store = 
For Carlos? — No, my Lord, I mean for you. 
Alon, O! thro* my Heart, and Marrow! Pr*ythee 

ſpare me z 

Nor more upbraid the Weakneſs of thy Lord. 
I own, I try'd, TquarrelPd with my Heart, 
And puſh'd it on, and bid it give her Death; 
But 0! her Eyes ſtruck firſt, and murder*d me. 

an. I know not what to anſwer to my Lord. 

Men are but Men; we did not make ourſelves. 
Farewel then, my beſt Lord, ſince you muſt die. 
O that I were to ſhare your Monument, 
And in eternal Darkneſs cloſe theſe Eyes 
Againſt thoſe Scenes which I am doomꝰd to ſuffer! 
Alon, 


| =. 
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Alon. What doſt thou mean? 
Zan. And is then unknown ? 
O Grief of Heart, to think that you a Badge E 
Sure you diſtruſt that ardent Loye I bear you, 
Elſe could you doubt when you are laid in Duſt——- 
But it will cut my poor Heart thro' and thro © 
To fee thoſe revel on your facred Tomb, 
Who brought you thither by their lawleſs Loves: 
For there they*ll revel, and exult to find | 
Him ſleep fo faſt, who elſe would marr their Joys. 
Alon. Diflradtion! — but Don Carlos well thou 
know'ſt, 
Js ſheath'd in Steel, and bent on other Thoughts. 
Zan. Pl work Bim to the Murder of his Friend; 
Ves, till the Fever of his Blood returns, 
While her laſt Kiſs ſtill glows upon his Cheek. ¶ Aide. 
But when he finds Aonzo is no more, 
How will he ruſh like Lightning to her Arms! 
There ſigh, there languiſh, there pour out his Soul; 
But not in Grief — ſad Obſequies to thee 
But thou wilt beat Peace, nor ſce, nor hear 
The burning Kiſs, the Sigh of Ecſtacy, 
Their throbbing Hearts that juſtle one another : 
Thank Heav'n, theſe Torments will be all my own. 
Alon. Vil eaſe thee of that Pain. Let Carlos die, 
O'ertake him on the Road, and ſee it done. 
*Tis my Command. [Gives bis Signet. 
Zan. I dare not diſobey. | 
Alon. My Zanga, now I have thy Leave to die. 
Zan. Ah, Sir, think, think again. Are all Men 
* burned: -- 
In Carlos Grave? You know not Womankind. 
When once the throbbing of the Heart has broke 
The modeſt Zone, with which it firſt was ty'd, 
Each Man ſhe meets will be a Carlos“ to her. 
Alon. That Thought has more of Hell than had 
the former, 
Another, and another, and another 
; | And 
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And each ſhall caſt a Smile upon my Tomb! 


I am convincd; 1 muſt not, will not die. 


Zan. You cannot die; nor can you murder her, 
What then remains? In Nature no third Way, 
But to forget, and fo to love again. 

Alon, Oh 

Zan, If you forgive, the World will call you Grd; ; 
If you forget, the World will call you Wiſe 3 
If you receive her to your Grace again | 
The World will call you, very, very kind. 

Alon. Zanga, 1 underſtand thee well. She dies, 


Tho' my Arm tremble at the Stroke, ſhe dies. 


Zan. That's truly great. What think you *twasſetup 
The Greek and Roman Name in ſuch a Luſtre ; 


But doing Right in ſtern Deſpite to Nature, 


Shutting their Ears to all her little Cries, | 
When great, auguſt, and god-like Juſtice call*d ? 


At Aulis, one pour*d out a Daughter's Life, 


And gain'd more Glory than by all his Wars; 
Another ſlew a Siſter in juſt Rage 


A Third, the Theme of all — Times, 


Gave to the cruel Ax a darling Son. 


5 Nay more, for Juſtice ſome devote themſelves, 


As he at Cartbage, an immortal Name 
Yet there 1s one Step left above em all, 


Above their Hiſtory, above their F able, 
A Wife, Bride, Miſtreſs unenjoy'd — do That, 
And tread upon the Greek and Roman Glory. 
Aon. Tis done — again new Tranſports fire my Brain 
I had forgot it, tis my Bridal Night. 


Friend, give me Joy, we muſt be gay together, 
See that the Feſtival be duly honour'd. 


And when with Garlands the full Bowl gerom', 
And Muſic gives her elevating Sound, 
And golden Carpets ſpread the facred Floor, 
And a new Day the blazing Tapers pour, 
Thou, Zanga, then my ſolemn Friends invite, 
From the dark Realms of everlaſting Night, 


Call 


* 


* 


be 
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Call Vas call the Furies, call Deſpair, - 
And Death our chief invited Gueſt be there; 
He with pale Hand ſhall lead\the Bride, and ſpread 
Eternal Cartains round our pp Lhe Bed. [Zoe 


* 


ACT v. 80 E NE 1 
Enter Alonzo. 3 


ALONZ o. 


Bitiful O terrible to Sight! 
Poor mangled Shade, all oover'd oder with 
Wounds, | 
And ſo diſguis*d with Blood! Who W thee ? 
Tell thy fad Tale, and thou ſhalt be reveng d. 
Ha! Carlos? — Horror Carlos? — O away! 
Go to thy Grave, or let me ſink to mine. 
I cannot bear the Sicht What Sight? Where am I? 


There's nothing here — If this was F ancy” $ Work, 
She ay a Picture ſtrongly. — 


Enter Zanga, 


Zan. Ha! You're Pale. 150 
Alon, Is Carlos murder'd ? N ger 
Zan. I obey'd your Order, EG Fe 
Six Ruffians overtook him on the Road; 
He fought as he was wont, and four he flew, 
Then ſunk beneath an hundred Wounds to Death, 
His laſt Breath bleſt. Alonzo, and deſir d 
His Bones might reſt near yours. 
Alon. O Zanga ! Zanga ! 
But ll not think, for I muſt act, 2 thinking 
Would ruin me for Action. O the Medley 
Of Right and Wrong! the Chaos in my Brain! 
He ſhould, and ſhould not die - Tou ſhould obey, 
And not obey It is a Day of Darkneſs, | 
Q EG, K. of many Deaths. 


Mile 


% 
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Where's 1 anſwer me 


deeper 
find, thy Artifice did take Effect; 


ſ till... 


my late Deportment to her. 
Zan. I told her, from your Childhood you was wont 

On any great Surprize, but chiefly then 

When Cauſe of Sorrow bore 1t ny, 

To have your Paſſion ſhake the Seat of Reaſon, 

A momentary Ill, which foon blew o'er. 

Then did I tell of Don Carlos Death, 

(Wiſely ſuppreſſing by what Means he fell) 

Nine At firſt ſhe doubted ; 


But ſuch the honeſt Artifice I us'd, 


And ſuch her ardent Wiſh it ſhould be true, 


That ſhe, at length, was fully fatisfy'd, 


Alon. *T was well ſhe was. A our late { "TS, 
My Paſſion ſo far threw me from my Guard 
(Methinks tis ſtrange ! ) that, 3 of her Guilt, 


She {aw not thro? it's thin Diſguiſe my Heart. 


an. But what deſign you, Sir, and how ? 

Auen. Vl tell thee. To 
Thus I've ordain*d it. In the Jeſs'min Bower, 
The Place which ſhe diſhonour*d with her Guilt, 


There will I meet her, the Appointments made ; 5 


And calmly ſpread (for I can do it now) 
The Blackneſs of her Crime before her Sight, 

And then, with all the cool Solemnity 

Of public Juſtice, give her to the Grave. ¶ Exit. 


Za. Why, get thee gone] Horror and Night go 
with thee! 


| Siſters of Acheron, go Hand in Hand, 


Go dance around the Bow 'r, and cloſe them i in; 


And tell them that I ſent you to falute them. 


Prophane the Ground, and for th*ambroſial Roſe, 


| And Breath of Jeſſamin, let Hemlock blacken, 


And deadly Nightſhade poiſon all the Air. 
For the ſweet Nightingale may Ravens croak, 


Toads pant, and Adders ruſtle thro' the Leaves 3 
1 mw FRE winding up the Trees, let fall} 


Their 
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Their hiſſing Necks upon them from above, 
And mingle Kilſes—furh as I ſhould give them, Ru. 


S8 E NE, The Bower. 

Leonora ſleeping. Enter Alonzo. 

Mon. VE Amaranths! ye Roſes, like the Morn! 
SweetMyrtles, 5 ye golden Orange Groves 

EG do you ſmile? Why do you look ſo fair? 

Are you not blaſted as I enter in? 

Yes, ſee how every Flow'r let's fall its Head! 

How ſhudders 7 Leaf without a Wind! 

How every Green 1s as the Ivy pale 

Did ever Midnight Ghofts aſſemble here? 

Have theſe ſweet Echoes ever learnt to groan ? 

Joy-giving, Love. inſpiring, holy Bowr ! 

Know, in thy fragrant Boſom receiv*ſt _ 

A O! I ſhall lain thy Lillies, 

And Horror will ufurp the Seat of Bliss. 

So Lucifer broke into Paradiſe, _ 

And ſoon Dp nation follow d. [He albaner 01 

flee 

The Day's "ui an, Heat has overcome her, 

Then take, my longing Eyes, your laſt full Gaze, 

O, what a Sight is here! How dreadful fair! 

| Who would not think that Being innocent ? 5 

Where ſhall T ſtrike? Who frrikes her, ſtrikes himſelf, 

My own Life-blood will iſſue at her Wound. 

O my diſtracted Heart! — O cruel Heaven | 

To give ſuch Charms as thoſe, and then call Man, 

Meer Man, to be your Executioner. | 

Was it becauſe it was too hard for yu? 

But ſce, ſhe ſmiles ! I never ſhall ſmile more. 

It ſtr tempts me to a parting Kiss. 

BEL AAE © [ Going, he farts back. 
Ha! ſmile again ? She dreams of him ſhe loves. 
LES on her Charms ! PI ſtab her thro? them all, 

Abe is going to ftrike, ſhe wakes. 
| Leon. My Lord, your Stay was long, and. yonder lull 
Of talling Waters tempted me to Reſt, 


| Diſpirited with Noon's exceſſive Heat. | 
9 2 | Aon. 
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Aus. Ye Powers! with what an Eye Mugen the 
Day! 
While they were dor I ſhould have giv? 'n the Blow. 
we, 40 
O ſor a laſt W ail then for Juſtice, 1 
Thus Heav'n and T ſhall: both be 5 
Leon What ſays my Lord? .d 
Als. Why this Monzo ſa ys. 
If Love were endleſs, Men were Gods: »T; 18 that . 
Does counter. balance Travel, Danger, Pain 
ITis Heav'n's Expedient to make Mortals bear 
The Light, and cheat them of the peaceful Grave. 
Leon. Alas l my Lord, why talk you of the Grave? 
Your Friend is dead; in Friendſhip you ſuſtain 
A mighty Loſs, repair it with my Love. 
Alon. Thy Love? thou piece of Witchcraft! I wou'd fay 
Thou brizheſt Angel ! I could gaze for ever. 
Where hadſt thou this? Enchantreſs, tell me where? 
Which with a Touch works Miracles, boils up 
My Blood to Tumults, and turns round my Brain f 
By n now thou ſwim*ſt before me. I ſhall loſe thee. 
No, I will make thee ſure, and claſp thee all. 1 
Who turn' d this ſlender Waſte with 10 2225 Art, 
And ſhut Perfection in ſo ſmall a Ring . 
Who ſpread that pure Expanſe of White above, - 
On which the dazzled Sight can find no Reſt 3  - 
But drunk with Beauty, wanders up and down 
Forever, and for ever find new Charme? 
But, © thoſe Eyes |, thoſe Murderers | O whence, ; 
Whence didſt thou ſteal their burning Orbs ? from 
. Heav'in? 
Thou didſt; and tis Religion to adore them. 
Leon. My beſt Alonzo, moderate your 2 
Extremes {till inght me, tho? of Love itſelf. 
Aon. Extremes indeed! it hurried. me away 
But I come home again—and now for Juſtice —— 
And now for Death It is impoſſible 
Sure 22 were made 5 Heay*n guiltleſs to Sin, 8 | 
r 


The R EVEN GE. 293 


Or in their Guilt to laugh at Puniſnment. [ Aſde. 
I leave her to juſt Heav'n. be le Dagger ane goes q. 
Leon. Hal a Dagger 1 
What doſt thou ſay, thou Miniſter of Deah? 
What dreadful Tale doſt tell me? Let me think... 


Enter Zanga.. 


Zan. Death to my tow'ring Hopes! O fall from hight | 
My cloſe long-labour'd Scheme at once is blaſted; © 
That Dagger found will cauſe her to enquire, | | 
Enquiry will diſcover all, my Hopes Wes \ — 
Of Vengeance periſh ; I myſelf am loſt——— ' [| 
Curſe on the Coward's Heart! wither his Hand, 
Which held the Steel in vain! — What can bedone?-, | 
Where can Ifix ? that's ſomething ſtill —*twill breed 
Fell Rage, and Bitterneſs betwixt their Souls, 

Which may perchance grow up to greater Evil; 5 
If not, 'tis all I can It ſhall. be fo —— [Apte.” 

Leon. O Zanga ! I am ſinking in my Fear s. 
Alonzo dropt this Dagger as he left me, 1 
And left me in a ſtrange Diſorder too. 
What can this mean? Angels preſerve his Liter 

Zan. Yours, Madam, yours. 5 
Teon, What, Zanga, doſt thou ſa ?; 

Zan. Carry your Goodneſs then to ſuch Extremes, 2 
So blinded to the Faults of him you love, 

* by y 8 not he is Eng ah FE. © oY 
eavins! | a” 
And ph. a thouſand Things recur * ſeear it. 
What Villain could inſpire him wich that Thought; ? 
It is not of the Growth of his own Nature. 
Zan. Some Villain. Who, Hell knows; but he is 
jealous; | 
And *tis moſt fit a Heart ſo pure as yours 
Do itſelf Juſtice, and aſſert its Honour, 
And make him conſcious of his Stab to Virtue. 

Leon. Jealous! it ſickens at my Heart. Unkind, 
Ungenerous, groundleſs, weak, and inſolent! 
Why ? Wherefore? On what Shadow of Occaſion ? 

U3 Eee ORR 


ww, 
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„Tis Faſcination, 'tis the Wrath of Heay'n - 
For the collected Crimes of all his Race. 
O how the great Man leſſens to my 0 
How could ſo mean a Vice as Jealouſy, © - 
Unnatural Child of Ignorance and Guilt, - 
Which tears and feeds upon its Parent's — 
| - - Liveina Throng of ſuch exalted Virtues ? 
$B J ſcorn and hate, yet love him, and adore, 
A I cannot, will not, dare not think it true, | 
Till from himſelf I know it. (Bai. : 
Zan. This ſucceeds © 
aſt to my Wiſh. © Now ſhe id Violence 
pbraids him. He, well knowing ſhe is guilty, 
Rages no leſs, and if on either Side 
The Waves run high, there ſtill lives N- Ruin. 


Euler Alonzo, 
My Lord. 


Alon. O Zanga! hold thy Peace, "I Coward P 
Hut Heav'n itſelf did hold my Hand; 1 felt i it, 
By the Well-being of my Soul, I _— 
Pl think of vers at another „ 
Zan. My Lord, her Guilt 
Alon. Perdition on thee, Moor, 
For that one Word. Ah! do not rouze — e 3 
J have oerwhelm'd it much as 7 5 i 
Away then, let us talk of other T 
I tell 2 — Moor, I love her to Diſtracion. 
If *ris my Shame, why be it fo —— love her; 
Nor can I help it, us impos'd ea we 
, By ſome ſuperior and reſtleſs PW r. 5 
* I could not hurt her to be Lord of Earth; 
It ſhocks my Nature like a Stroke at Hear n. 
Angels desen her, as if innocent. 


hb. But Fs wy Leonora comes: — Be gone. [Ex 3 ; 
| Enter Teonora e 


O ſen for ever ! yet for ever new 1 
The Conquer 'd thou doſt conquer o'er again, 
* Wound on : Found. Leon. 
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Leon. Alas, my Lord! 
What need of this to me ? 
Alon, Ha !. doſt thou erp ? 
Leon. Have I no Cauſe ? 
Alon. It Love is thy Concern, 
Thou haſt no Cauſe ; none ever lov'd like me. ; 
But wherefore this ? Is it to break my Heart, 
Which loſes ſo much Blood for every Tear ? 

Leon. Is it ſo tender? | 

Alon. Is it not? O Heay'n! , 
Doubt of my Love? Why, I am nothing elſe ; 
It quite abſorbs my every other Paſſion. 
O that this one Embrace would laſt for ever 
Tien. Could this Man ever mean to wrong my 

Vairtue? 

Could this Man &er deſign upon my Life Perf 
Impoſſible! I throw away the Thought. Aide. 
Theſe Tears declare how much I taſte the Joy 
Of being folded in your Arms and Heart; 
My Univerſe does he within that Space. 
This Dagger bore falſe Witneſs. 

Alon. Ha ! My won. 70 
It rouzes. horrid Images Away, 

Love, 


Away withit, nike talk 


Plunge ourſelves deep into the ſweet Illuſion, 
And hide us there from every other Thought, 
Leon. It touches you. 
Alon. Let's talk of Love. 
Leon. Of Death. 
Alon. As thou lov'ſt Happines — 
Leon. Of Murder. 
Alon. Raſh, 
Raſh Woman, yet forbear. 
Leon. Approve my Wrongs ! 
Alon. Then muſt I fly, for thy Sake and my own. 
Leon. Nay, by my Injuries, you firſt muſt hear me: 
Stab me, then think it much to hear my Groan ? 
Aon. Heay'ns, ſtrike me deaf 


Leon, It well may ſting you home, 
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Alon, Alas! thou quite miſtak fl my Cauſe of Pain. 
Yet, yet diſmiſs me; I am all in Flames. 

Leon. Who has moſt Cauſe ? You, or pk + 

What Act 


of my whole Life encourag'd you to this? 


Or 1 your own, what Guilt has drawn it on you? 

You find me kind, and think me kind to all: 

The weak, ungenerous Error of your Sex. 

What could inſpire the Thought ? Weoft'neſt judge 

From our own Hearts; and is your's then ſo frail,” 

It prompts you to conceive thus ill off me? 

He that can ſtoop to harbour ſuch a Thought, 

leres to find it true. Holding him. 
Ain. O Sex, Sex, Sex1 [Turning on her. 

The Language of you all. Ill fared Woman! 

Why haſt thou forcꝰd me back into the Gulpfm 

Of Agonies, I had block d up from Thought? 

1 3 the Cauſe; thou faw*it me impotent 

Fer while to hurt hes therefore thou turn'ſt on me; 

But, by the Pangs I ſuffer, to thy Woe. 

For ſince thou haſt ery me N creat 


I will be fatisfy'd ! 


Leon. Be ſatisfy dd! | 
Alon. Yes, thy own Mouth bal wies: it Kagan thee | 

I will be ſatisfy dc. 

Leon. Of what 5 

Alon. Of what ? Thaw 81 | 
How dar*ft thou aſk thatQueſtion? Woman, Woman, 
Weak, and aſſur'd at once; thus tis for ever. 
Who told thee that thy Virtue was +> xp N 
Who told thee I deſignꝰd upon thy Life? 
You found the Dagger ; but "ng could not ſpeak; 
Nor did I tell thee ; who did tell thee then * 
Guilt, conſcious Guilt. om 7 a 
Tecon. This to my Face? O Heay? n oor 

Alon, This to thy N 

Leon, Thou'rt not in Earneſt! n i 

Alon, Serious as Deatn 

Leen, Then Heav'n have Mercy on - J% PEP 
in now I — not to think it true, I 


— 
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I fought Conviction, and would not believe it. | YM 

And. doſt thou force me? This ſhall not be born, | 

Thou ſhalt repent this Inſult, Lang. | 
Alon. Madam, ſtay. | 

Your Paſſion's wiſe, tis a Diſguiſe hs Guilt : 

»Tis my Turn now to fix you here awhile ; - 

You, and your thouſand Arts ſhall not eſcape me. 
Leon. Arts? 

Alon. Arts. Conſeſß; for Death is in my Hand. | 
Leon. Tis in your Words. 
Aon. Confeſs, confeſs, confeſs; 

Nor tear my Veins with Paſſion to compel the. 
Leon. I ſcorn to anſwer thee, preſumptuous Man! 
Alon, Deny then, and incur a fouler Shame. 

Where did I find this Picture? 

Leon. Hal Don Carlos? 

By my beſt Hopes, more welcome than thy own. 
Alon. I know it; but is Vice ſo very rank, 

That thou ſhould*ſt dare to daſh it in my Face ? 

Nature is ſick of thee, abandon'd Woman! 

Leon. Repent. 
Alon. Is that for me? 
Leon. Fall, aſk my Pardon. | 
Alon. Aſtoniſhment | 
Leon. Dar'ſt thou perſiſt to think I am diſhoneſt: ? 
Alon. I know thee ſo. | 
Leon. This Blow then to thy Heart 

[She ſtabs herſelf, he endeavouring to prevent ber. 
Alon. Hoa! Zanga! T/abella ! Hoa |! She bleeds. . 

Deſcend, ye bleſſed Angels, to afliſt her. 

Leon. This is the only Way I would; wound thee, 

Tho moſt unjuſt, Now think me guilty ſtill, | 


Enter Iſabella. 


Aon. Bear ber io inſtant Help.” The World to fave 
her. 


Leon. Unhappy Man! well may thou gaze and 
tremble ; 


Bur fix thy Terror 1 Amazement « right ; 5 


— 


Not 


: 
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Not on my Blood, but on thy own Diſtration, 
What haſt thou done? ' Whom cenſur d? — Leonora. 
When thou hadſt cenſurꝰd, thou would®ſ faveher Life; 
O Inconſiſtent ! Should Llivei in Shame, | 
Or ſtoop to any other Means but this, nd 
To aſſert my Virtue ? mg ſhe who diſputes, 


Admits it poſſible ſhe might be guilty. & 
While aught but Truth could be my Inducement to it, 
While it might look like an Excuſe to there, 
I ſcorn'd to rad my Innocence; 
But now, I let thy Raſhneſs know, the Wound 
1 leaſt I feel, is that my Dagger made. 
[Iſabella ads out Leonora. 
Alon. Ha! Was this Woman guilty? —and if not 
How my Thought darkens chat Way? Grant, kind 
| Heaven, 
That ſhe prove guilty, or give Being End. 
Is that my Hope then Sure the ſacred Duſt 
Of her that bore me trembles in its Urn. 
Is it in Man the ſore Diſtreſs to bear, 
When Hope itſelf is blacken'd to Deſpair, 
When all the Bliſs I pant for, is to gain 
In Hell a Refuge from ſeverer Pain? [Exit Alone. 


Enter Zanga. 


Zan. How ſtands the great Account wirt me _ 
Vengeance ? | 
Tho' much is paid, yet till it owes me much, 

And I will not abate a ſingle Groan. | 
Ha ! That were well — but that were fatal too —— 

Why be it ſo —Revenge ſo truly Great | 
Would come too cheap, if bought with leſs than Life. 
Come Death, come Fell then, tis reſolv*d, tis done. 


Enter Iſabella. 


. Ah! Zanga, ſee me tremble : has not pet 
Thy cruel Heart its fill? — Poor Leonora — — 
Zan. Welters in Blood, and gaips ener b e 
What then ? We all muſt oak 
| N - Tjab. 
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Jab. Alonzo raves, 
And in the Tempeſt _— his Grief, has thrice | 
Attempted on his Life, At length diſarm'd, 
He calls his Friends that ſave him, his worſt Foes, | 
And importunes the Skies for ſwift Perdition, 
Thus in his Storm of Sorrow. After Pauſe 
He ſtarted up, and chlb'd aloud for Zanga, 
For Zanga ravd; and fee, he'ſeeks you here, 
To learn that Truth, which moſt he dreads to know. | 
& Zan. Be gone. Now, now, my Soul,conjummate all. 


[ Exit Iſab. 
Enter Alonzo. * 
| Alon, O Zanga ! 
Zan. Do bende fo 3 but ſpeak. 
Aon. I dare not. [Falls on him, 


Zan. You will drown me with _ Tears, 
Alon. Have I not Cauſe ? 
Zan, As yet you have no Cauſe. 
Alon, Doſt thou too rave? 
Zan, Your Anguiſh is to come. 
You much have been abus'd. 
Aon. Abugd! by whom? 
Zan, To know, were little Comfort. 
Alon, O! *twere much, 
Zan. Indeed | ; 
Alon. By Heav'n. O give him to my Fury! © 
Zan. Born for your Uſe, I live but to oblige you, 
Know then, *twas oe» ak 9 
Aon. Am I awake ? | 
Zan.. For ever. | 
Thy Wife is guiltleſs, that's © one Tort to me, 
And I, I let thee know it; that's another. 
I urg?d Don Carlos to reſign his Miſtreſs, 
I forg*d the Letter, I diſpos'd the Picture; 
] hired, I deſpigd, and I deſtroy. 
Alon, Oh! © [ Swoons, 
Zan. Why this is well—why this is Blow for Blow. 
Where are you ? — ſhadow me with Laurels, 


Ye 
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Ye Spirits, which delight in juſt Revenge. 

Let Europe and her palid Sons go weep, | 
Let Africk and her hundred Thrones rejoice. 
O my dear Countrymen ! look down, and hee, att 


How I beſtride-your' proſtrate Conqueror! og 125 
I tread on haughty Spain, and all her Kings. C 
But this is the Mercy, this is my Indulgence, . 1 511 
Tis Peace, tis Refuge from my Indig nation. 
I muſt awake him into Horrors. H 


Alonzo, hoa l the Moor is at the Gate: 
Awake, Invinſible, Omnipotent ! 
Thou who doſt all ſubdue. 
Aon. Inhuman Slave | 
Zan. Fall'n Chriſtian, thou miſtak'ſtmy Character. 
Look on me. Who am I? I know, thou fay'ſt 


The Moor, a Slave, an abject, beaten Slave, 


(Eternal Woes to him that made me ſo : 
But look again. Has fix Years cruel Bondage wa 
Extinguiſh'd Majeſty ſo far, that nought- g 
Shines here, to give an Awe of one above che db 
When the great Mooriſh King Abdella fell. 
Fell by thy Hand accurs d, I fought faſt by him, 
His Son, tho? thro? his F ondneſs in Diſguite, 
| Leſs to expoſe me to.th* ambitious Foe. N 

Ha!] does it wake thee? O'er my Father's Corſe 
I ſtood aſtride, till I had clove thy Creſt, 
And then was made the Captive of a Squadron, 50 
And ſunk. into, thy Servant — But O] what, 
What were my Wages ?. Hear not Heav'n, nor Earl 
My Wages were a Blow, by . a Be, #7 
And from a mortal Hand. 10 a 

Hon. O Villain! Villan!! [ 

Zan. All Strife is vain. * [Showing a Dare. 
An. Is thus my Love return'd 2... 

Is this my Recompence ? Make F riends of Tigers l 
Lay not your Young, © Mothers, on the Breaſt,“ 

For Fear they turn to Serpents as they lie, 
And pay you tor their Nouriſhment with Death. 
Carlos is dead, and Leonora dying 3) '» 1 98 . 

Bot 
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Both innocent, both murder'd, both by me. | 
That heav' nly Maid, which ſhould haveliv*d rev 
At leaſt have gently flept her Soul away 3 ' | 
Whoſe Life ſhould have ſhut up as Evening Flow'rs 

At thedeparting Sun was murder*d ! murder*d!! 
O Shame! O Guilt! O Horror! O Remorſe! 
O Puniſhment ! Had Satan never fell, - 

Hell had been made for me — O Leonora! 

Zan. Muſt J deſpiſe thee too, as well as hate thee ? 
Complain of Grief, complain chou art a Man. 
Priam from Fortune's lofty Summit fell, 

Great Alexander midſt his Conqueſts mourn'd, 
Heroes and Demi- gods have known their Sorrows, 
Cæſars have wept, and I have had my Blow: 

But *tis reveng d, and now my Work is done. 
Yet, cer J fall, be it one Part of Vengeance, 

To make thee confeſs that I am juſt. 

Thou ſeeſt a Prince, whoſe Father thou haſt ſlain, 
Whoſe native Country thou haſt laid in Blood, 
"Whoſe facred Perſon (Ol) thou haſt prophan'd, 
Whoſe Reign extinguiſh'd : What was left to me 
So highly born? No Kingdom, but Revenge; 
No Treaſure, but thy Tortures, and thy Groans. 
It Men ſhould aſk, who brought thee to thy End, 
Tell them, the Moor, and they will not deſpiſe thee. 
If cold white Mortals cenſure this great Deed, 
Warn them, they judge not of ſuperior Beings, 
Souls made of Fire, and Children of the Sun, 
With whom Revenge is Virtue. Fare thee well —— 
Now fully ſatisfy'd I ſhould take Leave; 
But one Thing grieves me, ſince thy Death is near, 
I leave thee my Example how to die. 


As be is going ta flab himſelf, Alonzo ruſhes wow bim to 


prevent him. In the mean time, Enter Alvarez at- 


tended. They diſarm and ſeize Zanga, Alonzo Pas 
the Dagger in his Boſom. 


Aon. No, Monſter, thouſhalt not eſcape by Death. 
O Father! 
Av. 


Told all the ds Tale. 
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_ Av. 0 Mme Jade: - 
Touch' d with Remark to ſee her Ware rs. | 


Alon. What Groan was that? 
Tan. As T hive been  Valtuy s thy Heart, 

So will I be a Raven to thine Ear, 
And true as ever ſnuff d the Scent of Blood, 
As ever flapp'd its heavy Wing againſt 
The Window of the Sick, and croak*d Deſpair, 
e Wife is dead. | 
[ Alvarez goes 10 the Side of the Stage, and returns 

Av. The dreadful News is true. 

« Mon. Prepare the Rack, invent new T orments for 

* him. 

Zan, This too is well. The 6x'd and noble Mind 
Turns all Occurrence to its own Advantage, | 
And I'll make Vengeance of Calamity, 

Were I not thus reduc*d, thou would'ſt not know, 
That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee ſtill, 
Torture thou may'ſt; but thou ſhaltne'er deſpiſe me. 
The Blood will follow where the Knife is driven, 
The Fleſhwill-quiver where the Pincers tear, 
And Sighs and Cries by Nature grow on Pain. 
But theſe are foreign to the Soul: Not mine 
The Groans that iſſue, or the Tears that fall; 
They diſobey me; on the Rack I ſcorn thee, 
83 8 my Fauchion clove thy Helm hae, 
Av. Peace; Villain! 
Zan. While I live, old Man, 11 f peak, 
And well I know thou dar*ſt not kill me yet; 

For that wou d rob thy Blood-hounds of theey Prey. 
Alon, Who call'd ws Ar AN. 

Av. No one call'd, my Son. 

Aon. Again! —*tis 2 Voice, and I obey. 
O how I laugh at all that this can'do! - 

[Shewing the Dagger. 
The Wounds that pain'd, the 1 that + murder'd | 


"4 appt | P 
Were 
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| Were giv'n before; I am already dead, 
This only marks my Body for the Grave. 
_ _ {Stabs himſelf. 

Africk, thou art reveng?d —— O Leonora! — Dies. 

Zan, Good Ruffians, give me Leave, my Blood 
is yours, 

The Wheel's prepar d, and you ſhall have i it all; 

Let me but look one Moment on the Dead, 

And pay yourſelves with gazing on my Pangs, 


[ He goes to Alonzo's 
Is this Alonzo ? Where's the haughty Mien ? 


Is that the Hand which ſmoteme? Heay*ns,how pale! 
And art thou dead? So is my Enmity, 

I war not with the Duſt : the Great, the Proud, 
The Conqueror of Africk was my Foe. 

A Lion preys not upon Carcaſſes. 

This was the only Method to ſubdue me. 
Terror and Doubt fall on me, all thy Good 
Now blazes, all thy Guilt is in the Gra | 
Never had Man ſuch funeral Applauſe ; 

If I lament thee, fure thy Worth was 

O Vengeance! I have follow*d thee too far, 
And to receive me Hell blows all her Fires, 


[He is born off, 
Av. Dreadful Effect of Jealouſy la "Pane... | 
In which the Wiſe with Caution will engage; 
Reluctant l and tardy to believe, 
Where brag by —4 we ourſelves deceive, 
Where our own Folly joins the Villain's Art, 
And ha 1 3 3 


LExeunt. 


by | 
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0 UR 8 ſent me, in an humble Strain, 
To beg you'd bleſs the „eben gf bis Frais: 

Aud I your Proxy promisd in your Name, 

The Chil ſhow?'d live, at leaft fix Daus of. Fame. 

IJ like the Brat, but fill bis Faults car | AR! 
And, by the Partti*s Leave, will ſpeat mv Mind. 

SGallants, pray tell me, do you think ccd tell,” 

P let a willing Maid lead Apes in Hell © 1 

Du, nicer Ladies, ou d you think it ri gt 5 

To eat no Supper — on your Wedding. Night ? 

Showd Engliſh Huſbands dare to flarve their Wi wad 

Be ſure they'd lead moſt. comfortable Lives | 

But he loves Miſchief, and with groundleſs Fears, 

Mou d fain ſet loving Couples by the Ears; 

Wou'd ſpoil the 470 Huſbands of our Nation, 

By teaching them his vile, outlandiſh Faſhion : 

But we've * taught in our good. natur d Clime, 

That Fealouſy, the juſt, is ftill a Crime, 

And will be ftill ( 5 not to blame the Plot Er 

- That ſame Alonzo was a ſtupid Sot, 

To kill a Bride, a Miſtreſs unenjoy'd ; | 

tere ſome Excuſe, had the poor Man been cloy'd : 

To kill her on Suſpicion, e er he knew 

Whether the heinous Crime were falſe or true. 

The Prieſt ſaid Grace, ſhe met bim in the Bower, 

In hopes ſhe might anticipate an Hour. 

Love was ber Errand, but the bot-brain'd Spaniard, 

Inſtead of Love produc d 4 filthy Poinard. —— 

Had he been Wiſe, at this their private Meeting, 

The Proof ot Pudding had been in the Eating. 

Madam had then been pleas'd, and Don contented, 

And all this Blood and Murder been prevented. 

_ Britons, be wiſe, and from this ſad Exampig 

Ne'er break a Bargain, but firſt take a Sample. 
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Preſent at the Laying the 


F OUN DATION SYONE 


SPIES... 19 
OU are ſurpriz d, and ;aſtly, to ha Tim 
ſelves Here, un ſuch very new. Circumſtances, 
. formidably incloſed by Latin, in the midſt of Stran- 
gers, that do not ſo much as ſpeak your on T | 
Lou may ſeem to Yourſelyes like the beautiful * 
mily of Darius (which You have fo often admired) 
Reſpectfully Diſtreſſed, and as it were made Priſon- 
ers by. One that pretends. to wait on Lou with his 
Eſteem. Or rather You may appear, like the Fair Sa- 
bin s, (You know the Story) caught at a Solemnity 
to which You were invited, and detain'd in Roman 
Diſtricts without Your Confent. To increaſe. theſe 
Your falſe Apprehenſions of Danger and Diſtreſs, the 
Criticks, it is not Improbable, make an Outcry, and 
half draw their Pers in your Favour. They vow it 
is an Unheard-of, Irregular, and Barbarous Uſage ; 


and, like bold Knight Fi Errants, will break your fan- 


d Bonds, and reſcue the lovely and innocent Cap- 
tives from a Caſtle in the Air. As it is uſual for the 
Combatant firſt to look on the Scene of Battle, then 
to turn aſide and collect himſelf, before he enters on 
it; ſo will 1 ſpeak a Word to Another purpoſe, then 
he with Reſolution on this perilous Point, and look 

end d Criticiſm in the F ace, 

| * 3 Our 


(n) 

Our Great Benefactor, and, LADIES (to riſe in 
His Titles) Your Relation, cannot receive more Reſ- 
op than is due. He has ſo deſerv'd of Mankind, and 
Us in particular, that all- Marks of Gratitude. and 
Eſteem are to he thought of. Every thing ſacred to 
his Memory, and deſigned. in his Honour, ſhould be 
made as Publick as his Character, and Travel round 
the World with his Fame. A Private Celebration of 
a Cop RINO HO carries a Degree of Detraction in it, 
and takes away a Diſtinction between Him, and les 
illuſtrious Perſons. The Meanneſs of a Performance 
muſt not be its Excuſe, for not doing Homage to 
His Excellencies in the Face of the World. Shall my 
Want of Genius rob Him of a Pebt, and paſs perhaps 
with ſome for His Want of Merit? This Performance 
is principally to diſcharge our Duty, not to raiſe our 
Credit: No, nor His neither. If it was, That might 
be another Handle of Excuſe, But Cop RING TOx's 
Name ſands of it ſelf, independent of Others Abili- 
ties. A Small Capacity may ſhew an Inclination to ad- 
vance it, and the Greateſt. (ſuch is its Luſtre) can 
do no more; and That which the beſt Praiſe cannot 
Improve, the worſt cannot Injure. 

Inclin'd by theſe — — and the R equeſt 
of Thoſe who are entitled to command, I, who, — 
unworthy, had the Honour to ſpeak on the late grrat 
Occaſion; and greater {till by Your Preſence, have 
condemned the following Thing to the Preſs; nor 
would I, through Regard to my own Reputation, be 
any way wanting to our Second Founder's Glo 
But ſome there are who ſeem to think that the Pub. 
lication of Trifles wants no Apology ; by Such I beg 
to be excus d, for this, Their Deviation, for I think it 
none at all. 

When I had once determin'd to Print, my Buſi- 
neſs was to hide the Slenderneſs of the te 5 4 
and fend. it abroad in ſome Importance foreign to its 
own Worth, My Art was, LADIES, to throw over 
it ſomething like (with Reſpect be it mention! d) a 
Hoop-peticoat, to ſwell it into Notice, and inake it 
ſtrut in the Readers's Imagination beyond itſelf. 

. Noth- 


(iv) 


Nothing then ct 7 ſo proper as a Female Patro- 
nage ? — Who, in ; that kind, can blame my Choice? 
What Other Name could make it a more ſpecious 
Impoſition, or catry it into the World with greater 
Credit? Nor is it more than juſt, that You, who robb'd 
me of my Audience — I Spoke (for who could 
Attend when You were Preſent 50 We give me my 
Readers now I Print. 

But, to give the Word of Battle, I write in a learn- 
a Tongue es, and therefore I write to You. Not 
becauſe You underſtand it, but becauſe, I hope, You 
do not. For it is, I fear, my Intereſt not to be too 
well underſtood by thoſe whoſe Favour I ſeek; I am 
ſure it is Your Intereſt not to be led into Inconveni- 

encies, the Patron's common Fate, through a Colour 
of Reſpe&. From ſome of the Patron's Inconvenien- 
cies You will be freed, by my Odd Method of In- 

_ feribing to You a Piece in a ſtrange 9 N 4 By | 
This Method I give an Opportunity, to You ever 
welcome, of ſhewing en wt . Violence 
to Your Opinion 3 I'exempt You from the hard Ne- 
ceſſity of putting Yourlelves, or the Writer out of 
Countenance. You may favour the Unworthy without 
Blame, nay to Vour Commendation; ſince pure Hu- 
m mmity inclines You to * * Judgment does not 
nterpoſe. wk 

Beſides theſe, sd are many weighty Motives to 
This Practice. Is it Nothing to have it faid in After- 
time, that You were the Firſt that receiv'd the Patro- 

of what You did not underſtand, and, what is 
more, perhaps the Laſt alſo? 'Is it nothing to nettle 
the Critick, who will be in wrath that this Thing has 
the Impudence to be fo very right, though it never 
came into his Thought, and borrows no Excellence 
from being Old? Is it nothing, LADIES, to fling 
the aukward Creature into ſuch a Reſentment, as no 

Maſk can hide, no Fan can cool? Then this new Me- 
thod, will necceſſarily occaſion many Queſtions, and 
he that ſtarts Queſtions concerning You, only Praiſes 

with Delicacy, for All muſt be refolv*d-to Your Glo- 
ry. But it will inder unavoidably fling me * a 
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Singularity, it will oblige me to write an Epiſtle De- 
dicatory, void of Common - place, and which was ne- 
ver publiſh'd before by any Author whatever. But 
that's a Trifle to its good Effects. It will be a ſnare 
to ſome very Fine Gentlemen to pretend they under- 
ſtand Latin. They will be ambitious of telling You - 
what I Gibber, in my Outlandiſh Speech, of Your 
Great Relation; they will civilly Imagine, and Utter | 
ſomething very handſome that might be there, ſhew- 
ing at once their Ignorance and Parts. As This 
Practice by this means would promote Mirth, ſo by 
other means would it promote Learning alſo. I muſt 
inform You, LADIES, That there are ſome amongſt 
Us, who are excluded the Patronage of the Fair by 
their profound Scholarſhip: They are well qualified 
to Introduce themſelves at a Learned and Eaſy Rate, 
by Others Merit and their own Labour; they can give 
a Seneca or a Plato in his beſt dreſs, and neat from 
the Receſſes of Antiquity; but They know not well 
how to Stoop, or rather Riſe to the leſs pompous 
Quality of thinking for themſelves. Now ſhould this 
new Method prevail, how would ſuch a ſhining Scene 
Opened to their Ambition incite their Induſtry ? How 
L would the Glory of laying Greek or Hebrew in a Fair 
[ Hand without Pricking it, without giving Offence, 
| puſh on their Labour? With what Pleaſure: would 
| they examine a Liſt of Toaſts for a Patron to Ariſt- 
Hy otle, and debate what Complexion would caſt on his 
| Metaphyſicks the faireſt Light? Each new. Beauty 
| would publiſh an Antient, and the admiring. Editor 
| would ſee through all the Difficulties of Criticiſm, as 
| much by the Aſſiſtance of his Fair Patroneſſes Eyes 
6 as his Own. And as this Method would give Us the 
Antients, ſo I do not Deſpair but that it might Poliſh 
ſome Moderns alſo. Since I expect the Dedication 
N ſhould be Engliſh, though The Work be not, this 
| Method would be a Temptation to ſome very Learn- 
ed Men, great Reſtorers of Greek and Latin, to at- 
tain; the Accompliſhment of being able to write a 
Page in their Mother- Tongue. Again, ſince it will be 
Odd to ſee the Tranſlation. in the Young Gentleman's 
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Study, and the Original in bis Siſters, I hope this 
Practice will check the immoderate Uſe, and Uſur. 

tion of Tfnſlation amongſt Us; which begins not 
oy much to Illuſtrate and Endear, as to Supplant and 
Dethrone the Original. T would fam have Tully turn 
Roman, and recover his ——＋ among Men of 
Education. Without any to, nay, out of 
pure Value for the Bundles of Engliſh Poetry, 1 
would not have our Curiolity __ . in 
Latin, and Pope in Greck: | 

1 hall add but one Motive more, e 
Subſtantial. This Practice abſolves You from any Ob- 
ligation of Reading what is preſented to You, To 
theſe: Reaſons I ſhall join One Authority, and that 
of weight. The Bookſeller, ſince I will not be fo 
kind as to Write up to. a Publick Cenſure, approves 
of This; He ſays it will AN its it Ab- 
ſurd enough, and perfect . Right. 

On theſe Accounts, and many moss, J do not only 
juſtify myſelf in what 1 have done, but recommend 
to ſome Others alſo the ſaving Practice of fing ng a 
Veil over their Senſe, and keeping it as much a Secret 

as they can from Thoſe whoſe good Opinion they 
eſteem; This Practice, to ſneẽ my Charity; 1 recom- 
mend in a particular manner 60 fach as hall . 
ciſe on me ſor tit. 

But if after M dt ins ben faid; i aer al the 
Deluſion J have raiſed, This muſt not be permitted to 
paſs for a Dedication of any thing, but Myſelf, (for 
I know not how far the Humour may bear) then That 
which T chiefly deſign'd cannot be Miſtaken, or O. 
verlook*d. How oughtWe to eſteem the Relations of 
our munificent Benefactor? A Gentleman truly Great, 
as a Soldier, a Scholar, a Prince; for in his high Sta- 
tion abroad, he was no leſs. A Gentleman, to bring 
the Fullneſs of his Glory within a Word, whoſe Con- 

fanguinity is no ſmall Honour even unto You. To 
the Fair Relations of ſuch a Noble Spirit, I was great- 
Iy deſirous of ſhewing my Gratitade, and ſincere Re- 

ſpect; and of Thanking Them for the late great and 
N 85 Honour They e did PE: or rather, to ſpeak 
proudly, 
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to ſome Account, and Ehjoy a little the Badn 


proudly, Copgiuron- $ Society, If the Occaſion. I 


proper, vouchſafe Your- 
if, which is likelier, I want 
on A I can turn my = 


have taken for it 
Smile, and all is w 
Art to make it appea 


Opportunity; ſince it more ge declares with 
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U M nec uberrima mihi contingit dicendi ma- 
teries, nec feliciori Manu penitus intacta, non 

eſt, Auditores digniſſimi, cur prolixam & ſplendi- 
h cam expectetis Orationem à Tenuitate & Imperitia 
Qui id enim de copioſiſſimis CopRIx O TONI 
* i Cotefio Noſtro celebratis eſt reliquum mihi, 
+ pe prima Murorum ſurgentium Veſtigia, præter 
quod ſpectatis, Marmor? Sed Vos Adeſtis: A 
Quibuſdam vel Audiri Magnum eſt; & Afflatùs Di- 
vini nequaquam Expers. Si quid igitur paulo Foe- 
cundius, ſi quid ab Oratoris Dignitate mints abhor- 
rens ore rudi, & inexercitato forſitan exciderit, apud 
Vas ſit omnis, yo oportet, Gloria, Si quid de Bi- 
 BLIOTHECA IndoFum, fi quid poſt Cotefium 
minds tots Lali, ſi quid in hiſce Cop R- 
NGTON1 laudibus minds Humile, ſi quid coram Vobis 
Inelegans mundis, à me proferetur, Vobis Omnibus, 
vel potids, Academici, ut Favorem veſtrum mihi ; 
 concihem magis, (a) Hiſce Solis acceptum refero. 
Ne quis tamen Adulationis inſimulet, fuccenſere me 
fateor, quod Hoſpites Hz ſuaviſſimæ, dum Oratoris 
Vim ſuppeditant, Ambitionem Oratoris angunt. Au- 
gent hanc Frequentiam, Auditores minunut; vel Præ- 
ſentes mihi denegant; Oculis enim attentis adeò, pe- 
regrinentur Aures, neceſſe eſt. In munere meo per- 
gendum eſt tamen ; & lætiùs, cum vires perpendo 
meas, quoniàm a Perpaucis contingit audiri. 
Ut Mos eſt Honeſtiſſimus, fic & perantiquus, quem 
Hodierna ſecuta eſt Feſtivitas. Humanum genus æ- 
tate præcedit. Cum Terrarum Orbis locata ſunt Fun- 
damenta, Stellæ Matutinæ cantum dederunt; & in- 
genti cum clamore ab univerſis Dei Filiis erupit 
Gaudium, Magnarum rerum Exord iis Reverentia 
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(2) Adfuerunt Fœminæ Generoſæ C241 ingteno cognatæ. 
/ , magna, 


(i) 
magna, Lætitiæque Pompa quædam debetur. Tis Mo- 
liminibus, in Semine ſuiſque principiis, frigidè & oſ- 
citanter Inhiare, quiz, Commodum in Eximium & 
Publicum aliquando funt exitura, ſi non Impiæ Men- 
tis; eſt ſaltem Puſillæ & Generoſæ parùm. Sublatum 
Heroa Veſpere heſterno quam juſtè deflevimus? quam 
juſtum defſendi modum Hæc Dies attulit ? Vivet Hic, 
nec Vitam brevem; Vitam cui Superſtites dignentur 
Invidere. Con venimus autèm ad Natalitia Hujus ex- 
orientis Gloriæ non eo fortaſsè, quem exoptaremus, 
Splendore; ſed eo quem Cop R TNG TON Us amavit, 
quem coluit, quo & aliquandò fuerat indutus. Hoc 
recolenti multùm Ornatiores, quam antea, videmur; 
& literatæ Dignitatis inſignia, novis, alienis, à tali vi- 
ro mutuò ſumptis Honoribus & Luce eniteſcunt; vel 
potidis eniteſcerent, ni Has præſentes, oblectatione ſane 

iculosa ſuſpiceremus. Has— quonam Nomine de- 
gnandas putem? Ni foret Harum Imminutio videri 
quicquam, niſi quod reverà ſunt, tantum & Loci hu- 
jus & Occaſionis Monitui, Gloriæque Muſarum indul- 
gerem, ut Appellarem Muſas. O Muſas non Aca- 
demicis ſolummodò Colendas ! Si vultus tales Muſa- 
rum cohors ſemper extuliſſet, non habuiſſet quod in 
1984 Barbarie timeret. Tuam Græciam, Tuam Romam, 

CorDRINGTONE, conſervaſſet; & nunc dierum 
non reſarſiſſes Ruinas, ſed florentiſſimam Doctrinæ 
fortunam conſummaſſes; Quam Lautè, quam Ani- 
mose ex Hiſce vel Fundamentis, & adhùc equidem 
vix Fundamentis, innoteſcit abunde. 

In iſtoc verò Marmor, quod Hic præſertim obſer- 
vandum venit, ut Argumenti Caput, oculos intenda- 
mus: Nun primùm, nunc ſupremùm nobis in con- 

eſt; mox etenim Meœnia in cælum evecta glo- 
rioß ſſimè Tenebris damnabunt. Pax, Salus, Honor, 
Imperium, Eccleſia, Scientiis, & Artibus innituntur; 
Artes & Scientiæ Huic Fundamento. Et ſi parvum 
eſt quod loquimur, ah Hoc Aſſurrecturus eſt Saxo 
- Fundator Inclytiſſimus; quem Aſpici vel in Marmo- 
re Humani generis intereſt, ſi tam pulchros in Uſus a- 
pud Illuſtrium Imagines Hodie, quam Olim, fervet 
Amulatio. Effundantur ergo Flores, innectantur Co- 
250.8 roi 
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rollæ Sed nullus Aliunds peti Uackio nulla, 
in Famam & Conſecrationem Hujus Saxi deſideratur, 
quod Tale Nomen habet Inſcriptum, (a) Tali Manu 
En ! Hiſtoriam brevem, ſacram Poſteris, citatæ re- 
rum humanarum Vertigint probe quidem accommo- 
datam, ſperamus tamen inutilem. (b) Hauc etenim 
Notitiam intùs Clauſam, Sacrificiorum ritu Gentilium, 
non niſi Interitu ſao Hæc ſtrues aperiet ; & ut fiat O- 
raculum, neceſſe eſt, quod Di averruncent, ut prids fiat 
Viftima, Dies autem, verendum eſt, adveniet, in qua 
Decus Hoc Orbis Literati, quod nondùm eſt, non di- 
utiùs erit. Hoc in loco ruinoſum, & informem Cumu- 
lum amolita ſera Gens Hominum, niſu non minori 
quam Hodiè materiem Elaboratam undiquaque colle- 
ctam huc coacervamus, Lapidem Hunc inveniet; & 
Gratitudinem noſtram, echeu ! quam Parvam, quam 
MagnamCoprx1ncToni Gloriam hoc ſcripto leget. 
Nec nullo leget negotio. Tenebris pulvereque deter- 
ſis, Temporum diverſitas, & ipſarum forsàn Litera- 
rum imperitia Nubem obducent alteram: Cop RIN OT- 
oxuM paulatim Excudet; & de Ligerula quique in 
lucem reductà Victoriam quandam reportabit. Erit 
Dofrina, nec Multorum, illud ſcire, quod nunc igno— 
rare (percrebuit adeo Cop RIN ro fama) quiddam 
habet difficile. (c) Hearnium Alterum Verbis Mutila- 
tis totum incumbentem, fortiter, obſtinatè contractis 
ſuperciliis infixum, & Temporibus ſuis hoc è Saxo In- 
genii ſui Vi vel Duritie potids, Lumen elidentem vi- 
deor videre. Proùt ipſe nunc Loquor, Tacentibus Vo- 
bis, Hic Lapis Docebit, cum inſtructiſſimum Hoc 
Muſeum, proh Dolor! deſiit Docere. Summa vers 
Mali, quod veremur, hc eſt; Quod Ef Capitolium, 
Lyceum, Hec Erit BIBLIOTH ECA. 
Abeat nihilominds & recedat præſaga mali mens, 
& quicquid omen fapit Infauſtum; Omne Lætum 
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a) Heredis digniſſimi. (b) Inſcriptionem Marmoris terra de- 
ich, (e) Hearnius tuit doftus Antiquarius, & Induſtrie ſummæ 
vixit A. D. 1443. Hic Talpa Eruditus Fgregia & tenebris ervit, 
multum Scalpſit, Corrafit, & Occultus Ipſe, literaturz Cumulos, 
Naſo ſatis acuto, in Lucem edidit. 0 | ra 51 
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(. xi ) 

Hic Lecos & Occaſio 
animo depingit. Cum Ima Tellvris Heros Virgilianus 
ſubibat, ut in hoc Adificit Profundum a nobis deſcen- 
ditur, fertur af 
Abſenti Gloria, Victoras, Imperio, è longinquò poti- 
tum fuiſſe. Ingentes Domes Cop RI¹NOTONIANA Fi- 
lios, Theologos, Medicos, Juriſconſultos, ordine lon- 
go ſplendentique Hine procedentes, & Noſtrum eſt 

and Aſpectis Triumph are. Hos Rei publi- 
c dat Fundator; Donum Ingens! ni Moriens dediſ- 
ſet: Donum Ingens! ni Fafurs Minus. Has dat Rei- 
publice, & dat in Perpetuum; Uxore non Auctus 
Mundum, ut Vir, amplexus eſt ; non Prole, Poſteri- 
tatem vit: d mags ab Humano Genere De- 
flendus, quod materiem in Gaudia ſua tam abundan- 
tem ſuppeditandam curavit. 

Fundamenta verd ſatis habemus Inſpecta; fe tandem 
tollat Oratio, & in Amplitudine fua quaquaverſum 
diffus dilatis animis accipiamus Opus Abſolutum; & 
ſe Abſolutum ut nec Badltium precedentem reformi- 
dat, nec ſuccedentem Raſcliſſum. Alexandrino, Byzan- 

ino, Romano, non nift Tempore poſtponendum eſt. 
Hoe Doctrinæ Sacrarium. En Aream abunde paten- 
tem in qua longe lateque Liberalitas expatietur, & In- 
gens fe circumagat Mens Cops inoToNO, Stupen- 
dam | Si ab Ao. Ecce Plauſtrorum gementium Pon- 
dus grave, Montium parturientium fœtus Enormes, 


& Ampliſſima Terre decreſcentis Spolia | Quantus 


Pulvis adeſt, Sudor quantus! Future Venuſtatis im- 
mensd Congerie, laborat Solum & ſepelitur. Quam 
Novum & aliis Inaufum pluſquam em Noc La- 
pideum Wen 


Murorum Ingentes, æquataque Machina cælo? 


Hic & Intus & Extra fœcundiſſima Laudis Materies 
& Linguarum Varietas, & dificii Superbia Baht 
Antiquum i in mentem trahunt. 

(a) Sublimis & perpolitæ Illius Structure vel in um 
bra ſumus, nec abhinc longe RN ſe — 


| 4) Schol. Publ, 
Shel. 


Rogat; Omne Lætum Dat, & 


Futura ſui Generis Lumina, & 


(xii ) 


Sheldeniana. Hoc eſt Vicinium, & vel in hoc Vieinio 
non Informes adeò nobis videmur ; at vel ſub Mius 


Nuris Supercilio falls Auguſto Latentibus adhuc, & 


quodammodòè ; parvos quoſdam Jactantiæ 
tumores non reprimendos Ebullire, minime diffiteor. 


Sil longids abfuiſſet mags ſe jactaret & Præſul, & Rex. 
Eſt danda tamen Cop RINxMrO Venia; Alia rati- 
one nunquam vel Præſulum, vel Regum Majeſtatem : 
imminuit; nunquam non ardentiſſimè proyexat. 
Admirantibus convenit, Alia Collegia circumſtant, * 


Omne claudunt Latus; circumſtent, dum ſuperant, 


& Salva eſt Academia. (a) Quod propits 4 nobis a- 
beſt, nitidiſſimum attollit caput, decantatum Decus 
Academiæ : Decus eſt Academiæ fateor, ſed & Noft- 
rum: Magnum enim majus, Pulchrum pulchrius, Ma- 
jeſtatis non expers, Majeſtatem pleniorem, Oſtendit, 
& Commendat. Et eſſemus Ingrati, ni fateremur 
Nas Aides celeberrimas non mints Officioſi, & in rem 


noſtram conſulentis Proximi, quam mul ſuperbi 


partes præſtitiſſe. (5) Surgit ex adverſo Ratcliffiane 
Laberalitatis Monumentum : Primævo Fidum Modu- 
lo, Veteris Ædificii Reverentiæ nihil detrahit. Obti- 
net Antiquum per Omnia: Nulla Ludit Levitas, nulla 
Tumet Ambitio, nec tanto Sumptu quicquam Affer- 
tur Novi, niſi quod producta Vetuſtatis ſunt Inſignia, 


niſi quod Afredi Barba fit aliquanto prolixior, ut ita 
dicam. & comptior fortaſsè quam non ita pridem fuit. 


Adificant & alibi, dumque ſeculis præeuntibus Pal- 
mam eripiunt, haud indecora Cop RING TONI AN 


Magnanimitatis edunt præludia. Sin cuiquam videar 


intumeſcere, & animum impotentem in Spem 1 iniquam 


relaxare, habeo quod ſechrus reponam; (c) Tuis ſub 
Auſpiciis . Ingens Initium ſumit; Procuratione (d) 


Tud, læto fruitur Progreſlu, ſibique feliciſſitnum, nec 
arroganter Te perſpecto, jamjam gratulatur Exitum. 
Nos autem Gothico pondere laboramus, & hirfuto 


nimis Ingenio, in Barbariem relabimur: Ii meram 


Spirant Italiam, & delicata ſe limant'Elegantia. Sed 
quid fi Hi Septentrionati Sent eee rursds ſe 
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Victam fateatur? Sublimis eſt animi Felicitr Audere. 
Tum Vera Laus profluit, cùm pulchro rerum Exitu 
fimiil & Perculſi ſumus, & Decepti; cum Inviti Re- 


ſipiſcenteſque laudamus. Frigida cujuſdam Medioeri- 
tatis: eſt; ſi non Vini, Cunctis placuiſſe. Vos, O Ju- 


dices Eruditiſſimi, quòd Nonnulli nimiùm & deli- 
cate ſapiendo inſipiunt, ne diſpliceat Vobis Inceptum 


Hoc Conſultiſimum. Ne Veſtræ, id eſt Vere laudis diſ- 


pendio Luat imperitiam Vulgi; Quod Excellit tanto- 
pere, Huic, precor, Ignoſcatis; Nec Gloriz ſuæ vitio 
detur, quod major fit, quam ut anguſtæ puſillæque 
menti ſe totam ingerat. Quo Tardior accreſcit Homi- 
num Approbatio, eo, Molis hujus inſtar Operoſæ, 
cum ſemel accrevit, & Fortior eſt, & Diuturnior. 

Spiritus Huic Operi liberaliſſimo Par, è quam pau- 
cis eſt eximendus! Multi Doctriuam omninò neglectui 
habent; Multi Reſpiciunt, ſed non Amant; Amant 


multi, ſed Propriam; Et Aliorum multi, ſed non Om- 


nium; Et Omnium multi, ſed Sumptibus Alienis. Se- 
lectos Animos Hoc Munus exigit; Hinc fit quod Bi- 
bliethecæ Principes plerumquè Fundatores, interdùm 
& Curatores habuere. Illis maxime cordi ſunt Literæ, 
quorum intereſt maxime Memoriam ſuam Diffundi, 
Tradique per Szcula,/B1B110THE CAM qui ponit In- 
doctus, ſplendidam ſolummodò Pænitentiam agit ; Qui 


Pravus, ſao Periculo Spirat Honeſtum, & Inſtrumenta 
congerit, quibus Ipſe puniatur. 
Noöäöſtis, O Bibliothecis maximè Verſati, minimè 


Carentes ! quod BiyzioTHECA, eſt, Templum Elapſi 
temporis Gloriz dicatum, Fur: Commodo. Eſt A. 
cies 'adversus Ignorantiam, & Errores, per Terrarum 
Orbem conſcripta, bene Inſtructa, nunquàm non Pa- 
rata, Hec eſt Acies, O Britanni, quam nulla Dies, & 
Vobis Annuentibus, Exauctorabit. Virtutem tribuit E- 
ruditione ſua, ſua remunerat Voluptate. Secundas res 
Ornat, Lenit Adverſas. Aut Opes dat, aut dat quod 
majus, non Carere. Hic Vivunt Veteres, Hinc Vita 
Poſteris. Viro dat Eſſe Magno, Pu/illo Latere. Hic 


vel Nos Amittimus, vel Invenimus Gloriam. Sheldon: 


CoprincToONT, Wakei Hinc Emergunt; Hic Ipſe 


memet Occultabo. Hudſone Noſter, Hic | Immorta/itas 
(in 


1 (C. 
(in Okanio delt cui me vert, tices) Hic & 


Obi. e Oe #x Hündin 
Et ut Done Hoo: Rimini ful Maymen, 
80 Auftore Majus. Accepimus erim BI BT IOT HE 
* a Caleato; Togato Victoriam & qe 4 
Hic orbi terrarum rependit Arces, qus 
— Namie; non ibi magis Victor delevit. Ile 
Rege Teſte, ſuperbivit; Hia loci,” Vobis. Sed 
quorſum abeo? Heron Literutum ſolummodo 
Meum eſt delineare; & attendatis velim, Ft, 
magnus e'*CopR1NGToNo Vir excerpendus 
Aulico, Duce, Gubernatore ſalvis Integriſque relictis. 
In Studiis Ardens, ut in Bello, ſimùl in omnes 
| Le Copias impetum fecit; omnes 
Profligavit; & ab omni Scientia, proprio Marte Tyro 


noſter Academicus retulit Victoriam. Ut ab Oculo , 


ſuo, mirum in modum, fic & ab Oratione, Poe 
(tanta Vis inerat!) Seintillæ videbantur abſiſtere: 


Num Verbum eſt Ardentius? De Cop O rONO lo- 
quor: De Cop RINMTrONVO Tequens qui non incale- 


ſcit, obliviſcitur Argumenti. Doctrina verò Humani- 
ori Florentiſſimum quis ignorat? Per Arida, Obſcura, 
Salebroſa Literarum celerem expedivit animum; Co- 
DRIN OGTO NVS & in His. Ex Variis Operoſam Glo- 

riam fibi cumulavit. In omnibus Vehemens fateor, 


(laudent Ali) ſapra quod cuiquam Credibile eſt: 

Non vehementibus, vehementiam conciliavit; Vebe- 

menter erat Doctus. Mentis cjus Lumen, Fulgur magis 
am Stellam referebat- Multum enim & Vis & 


ſths Luce commiſcuit; & nonnulli, qui Splendorem 
Ejus Noluerunt videre, vel Inviti ſenſeruns, Nec Præ- 


fens ſolum & omninò Noſter, Noſtra curabat; vel 


nn belli Fulmine nos reſpexit; Libris coemendis fatls 
amplos Sumptus feeit quotannis; et ubi Vitæ fuit 

Oblitus, Literature conſuluit. Cæſari, (nec in hoc 
unice,) Comparandus, quod un manu Fluctus tumen- 


tes fortiter impulit, una gloriosè Scripta ſuſtinuit. Et 


quoniam Cæſaris mentionem feci, non erit abs re Sub- 
Jicere, quod Vitæ clariſſimæ Spatium ſupremum ex- 


truendæ BIBLIOT HEC deſtinavit Hic virorum 


Ma imus, Moriens autem Opus vere Imperatorium, 


Cum 


7 


mihi deſumpſerim, Ducem ptæſtantiſſimum Pulveri 


1 


eum Terrarum Onbe, legavit Was as Prodt Mundt 


Dominum decebat, Hic exſtruxit; & tamen poſt Au- 
gulum in eodem Laudis campo, Magnus eſt Co- 
DRINGTONUS. Doctrinæ licet, & inde conflati No- 
minis avidiſſimus, nullis tamen erat Invidiæ Stimulis, 
ut fere fit, Agitatus. Vos, O Socii, teſtor, quibus In- 
vidiſſe culpa penè vacaſſet; Te, Creeche, teſtor 


cœteris, in Elegant! Cœtu, nunquam obliviſcende, 


nunquam non celebrande ; Te teſtor, quod Cop Rix o- 5 


TON us Eruditioni Studuit non tantum Suæ, & muni- 


ficentiſſimè ſtuduit: Suum Effert Roma Lucretium, 


Britannia Suum. Unde generoſus Ardor & Mentis in- 
exhauſta Vis in tam pulchra, tam Ardua ſuppetebat ? 

itis unic® Memmio Cop RIx HOH que, Cuncti 
in promptu eſt dicere. O modeſtam, O pulchram 
Horum Ignorantiam Maxima Sua Scientia Pulchrio- 
rem | Sed ipſam reformido Veritatem, ne Dicti Fides 


laberet; Exciderem Veritate, ft Veriſimilia tenerem: 


Scienter admodum- Inſtituit Aagiſonns, qui Heroa, 
Solutam Orationem Sublimi Genio fugientem, Vigore 
Poeſis attigit; & effuſis Muſarum Opibus, Virum non 
exornandum, Enarravit. Si Menti, Judices, Ignem 
inditum, fi didum Ingenium, fi Nominis "Am- 


plitadinem, bello Vim, & Vitam, (cheu ! cur amico 


Lane defaifti?) breviſimam, fi totum denique Virum, 
in exiguo depingendum, Uno verbo coarctandum 


U 


me ab igne eorrepto conferre non timerem ; Caluit, 

Enituit, Inſonuit, Concuffit, Mivit. . 

"CopRINGTONUM, Qui minim? norunt, dicent 
fortafle, me Multum in Laudando fuiffe, Qui probe, 
Brevem. Vos Illius quondàm Sodales & Neceffarii, 
non Veſtrum eſt tam Auſcultare quam me Corrigere. 
Ad Memoriam veſtram Vos relego; Veſtra Cogitatio, 
eſt Oratio mea; Fio fic demum Eloquens, & Argu- 
mento Sublimi Par. 

Quantus. autem CoprinoToxus Qualifque prius 
Audiſtis: Et ab Illo, quem, Ipſe verba facturus, Vos 


- audiviſle minimè vellem, ni Viri conjunifimi Famam, 


longe prætulerim meæ. Elegantiam & ab Zoe præ- 
dicandam! _ malli Eloquio, quam ler fuenti, 
| dcll- 


We 3 depromp-. 
to dolorem noſtrum flagrantem demulit ? 1 2 
toris Laudi Vos defuiſtis. In plauſu veſtro Tum Pri- 
umphabam; Manu pliſſuam med Tum palmam a 
pui; & quamcunque feratis in animo de Fatilines 
noſtrà ſententiam, ſerò nimis eſt Hodie weſtram * 
gentiam mihi denegare. 

Ad Te vero, Marmor, mei Pundtun —_ menti, 
revertar, Oportet; & ut unde fit Orſa, in eodem ter- 
minetur Oratio mea, O Marmor Chari imum! Viri 
chariſſimi nomen gerens; - Honoratiſſimum | Fun- 
datoris Honoratiſſimi tibi Famam ex parte commiſſam 
habens; Potentiſimum] & Me ad Oratoris Munus ſu- 
beundum extimulans, Valeas: Molem tibi concredi- | 
tam fortiter diùque ſuſtineas; Et cum Longa Dies 
Te luci reddet (nam quidOccultum Longa. Dies non 
luci redditura?) notum facias fuiſſe CopsinoTo- 
NUM, & ſe præclarum dediſſe: Sed Omnino talem, . 
qualem Nos experti ſumus, & antequam Hoc tam 
Grande meditatus eſt, non Tuum eſt Enarrare: — I- | 
mo, nec Ciceronis: "Ciarants. in Facultate dicendi 
longe longeque Principis. Duem Multi Theſauris ef- 
fuſis ambiere, nunquam nimirùm Inopes reputandi, 
quibus ſuperfuit Cicero; Quem Aurum & Purpura & 
Pauper Oriens donis ſuis f lendidiſſimis profus?, fed 
& perim Ornavit; Quem ſinu foverunt Im peratores, 
& Diadema Decus habuerunt Secumdum; His indiciis 
_ Gloriz cumulatiſſimus, Humanorum maximus Auct- 
orum nondum Aſſecutus eſt Faſtigium, imo nec aſ- 
ſecuturus, donec Claſſibus tuis collocetur, Biz 10- | 
THECA O Fa e Cuiehlzie- ans 
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